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LINES 

Let not yoor heart be trouUedi Aouj^ deep wMiiii 

your sold, 
FVom die oeean of aflUetfoBi wave after waTe rnayroQ; 
Though wlien each mighfy bfllow with Hi fearfid weight 

Aroimd Ifay heart spray after ttpnj may Knger to the 

laat 
Let not your heart be troiddedl believe fai God and Me; 
Be not aftaid: a peaoe I gitre^Jfjr peaee I kave 
^^ witfalfaee. 



10 LnnM ON THB 14th CHAPm 8T. JOHN. 

Let not jour heart be trooUedi Ibons^ Ibe beantifiil 

most die: 
Thonj^ die fonn so loved and oheriihedi cold in the 

graTO moat lie. 
Let not jonr heart be tronUedy for My Father's hoose 

is&ir. 
And for oS. within its '^mansionB^ a place I will 

prepare! 
Then the mbj lip may fiide away, the biilliant eye 

grow dim^ 
Whfle the spirit of the loved and lost may find a home 

with Him. 



Let not yonr heart be tFonbled|thon{^ the woild seem 

cold to thee. 
Though the glances of affection yon nevermore may 

see. 
Remember, there is One on high who connts each step 

yon take. 
And thonj^ the world should leave yon. He never 

will forsake! 
Let not yonr heart be troubled, then: submit but to 

His win. 
Hell never leave you comfortless^-He will be with 

youstilL 



LINES ON THE 14tH OHJLPTBB 8T. JOHtf 11 

Let not your heart be troubled, when yon bid the earth 

good-bye« 
When folded in the snow-white shrond, low in the , 

grave yon lie! 
Tonr sonl may pierce Ihe pearly gates,^ — ^the golden 

streets may tread, 
Joined to the band of harpers, Ihong^ nmnbered with 

Ihe dead. 
Let not yonr heart be troobl^, then: the grave but 

leads to Me, 
And where I am, my chosen ones for evermore may be. 



IS 



THE ITALIAN ftOY. 



hm ItaOy, udUuoHliM^t^ Waited 8tiitai,tKhiMtiaf a oMple of white 
oiiM. Ha died at tha hospital, haviaf ao fiieada to take ehaige of hinii aad 



Poor boj! he had wandered far, &r from his home. 
He had traTele4 by tea and by land; 

And to each one he met, had beteeohingly shown, 
'The tiny white mice in his hand. 



How oft when no Wed one was lingering near. 
When his pathway seemed rugged and wil^, 

Had some low kindly word, or some jntiful tear, 
Cheered the heart of the beautifal child. 



But now, among strangers, with no one to care, 
When death claimed the poor boy for its own, 

Woi^d he often exclaim, with the wildest despair, 
''I want my mamma and my home.'' 



THS ITAUAN BOT. 13 

Sweet child! Aere is no one to answer thy ciy^ 

For ill J mother is over the sea, 
While a tear-drop, perchance, dims her beantlful eye, 

As she thinks, little ezHe, of thee! 



Ah, little the tfaonj^t can her bosom employ, 

That her dailing is passing away, 
That the last words that quivered th^ lips of her boy. 

Was, **gi?e me my moAer, I pray.** 



14 



HA6AR. 



The sun shone from a cloudless Aj, when forth from 

Abram's tent, 
A mother and her only child in wretched silence 

went 
Her head was bowed, her very heart seemed nearly 

bursting now« 
While lai^e, full drops of agony, stood on her ashy 

brow. 
One ghmce, to where proud Sarai stood, of deep re- 
proach she cast; 
One gaze of prayerful woe she fixed on Abram as 

she passed; 
Then clasping In a tight, cold grasp, her darling Ish- 

mael's hand. 
She turned, an exile from her home, a stranger in the 

land. 
'' O, Sarai, Sarai," Ihus she thought, as on she went 

that day, 
" How could yon from a mother's cry so coldly turn 

awayt 



HAOAS. 15 

How could yoa 8Com my mute appeal! how force me 

todepaitt 
Had you no jnty in your boqI, no mwcy in your heart I 
Tet Sarai^ thonj^ yon scorn my prayers, I still will 

offer one, 
I still win ask God to forgive the wrong Aat yon have 



For He will hear this boon I crave, when sorrow 

comes to Ihee, 
That He will show more mercy then, than thou hast 

shown to me. 
And Abram, he I loved so well, he told me to depart! 
And while I would have died for him, he thmst me from 

his heart! 
He said we most be strangers now, and sternly bade 

me go; 
He caves not what becomes of ibe, and yet I loves 

himso! 
Ob, woM that we had never met, or would that I 

might hide 
My sorrows and my hrcken heart low in the green 

hillside! 
Tet cease! prond, selfishheart be stiU! I am not all 

bereft, 
Whfle Iflhmael, my darling boy, to comfort me is left. 
Then let ns hnny on, my son, for oh, the forest wild 
b aO the home that now is left, to cover ns, my child* 



16 

Thera^ vidi ao iwoioe to aootlM ov grH » fo( «s- 

eepft the iky, 
BmmOk die daik, grMo pdn tpeWAiris^ve bodi 

ntypineand^'' 

• • • • • 

llie Mi^lMlridAw k tfMWMl^proelriaei the e^ 

of day, 
WiMtt in Bi or At W i iwiUUrniig, bmeilk a dui^ 

dierelay 
Poor Hagar^ 00a Prie wore lis Hpi^ and dHm Us 

doaDg eye, 
WIriklbedeip banaiv lUnlwillNM, toU 

Bnthaik! a wall of agony is floaliDf w Ibe air. 
And yonder imftoM HiifMr ies, wiilhinf in deep 

deqpair; 
Psl^ adiy were bsr biov and sbiik; wild wna tte 

straaming eye, 
WUe fiKM Imp qomriDf fip^ arose dus eiy of 1^ 
<« 0» Uimacl^ I most tm ftm Aael 

I cannot stay to see thee dfei 
My heart in fiantio agony. 

Would Iresk anew wMh ofBiy s«^ 
O, Godl I cannot longer bear 

lUi load af woe^ so ieree and wild; 
Then hear a wretched motker^s prajwr. 
And (fsre^ ok, spam her only ehiU I 
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I dmmieA mj esp waa M| vrhm I 

Heard crad Abam bid m got 
Bmt new, riiioe Iriuaad muaft diQ^ . 

I know, I feel, it was mt wo. 
TmiB, a waa wmkbi&intm to part. 

But atOl, the awfbl task wm done; 
And fkniglb I tear him from my heait, 

Twere not like parting with dj sob! 



0,6od! ix^yaeadthHiteAltifo 
Of giirf to one ao M of woef 
Why phek my lov'd one from my lidaf 

I oamMi; wS aot, let Urn goi 
Tot oh, tagifo this dbM wont; 

Hdp me to feel Thoa doeat wifi, 
Whik^if iiha Ay wiil, 0,Loi4 
In merey, q;mie my lahmaeH* 
Bhe eeaaed! thonj^ deq> oonToUhre aoba rent the atill 

evening ahff 
WhQe echoing Huoq^ die oomrta of Heaven, rang the 

poor monmer^a prayerl 
Then, from the asore depths diere came a voice ot 

tender love, 
<<Hagarl vvfaat ailefli OeeP it aaid, <'thy {myer is 
heard above: 



18 HAOAB. 

Cheer np! go to thy dying boy, God will not take 

him now: 
See! Aere's a fountain at your nde^ then bathe his 

pale yonng brow. 
Goj let him drink, ikea cease those tears that flow so 

£utt and wild. 
For Hagar, God hath heard thy prayer, and qpared 

to Ihee Ihy child.'' 
One cry of joy escaped her lips, then springing to the 

phce 
Where lay her boy, she clasped his form in a long 

close embrace, 
Ezdaiming, ^* O, my Faihw, Crod, my Ihankfol heart 

is thine. 
And now, ^diatever be my lot, I will no more repine ; 
And though daik donds beset my path, I feel that all 

is weD, 
Since ifaoa hast spared to comfcnt me, my dear son 

IflhmaeL* 
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0, DO NOT FORGET ME. 

O^ do not forget me I My spirit would grieve, 
If a fiiend tbat I Talae shoold change or deceive; 
If those that in kindness I ever have met, 
Should look coldly on me, or seem to foiget 

O, do not forget, Ihongh another should prove 
More worthy thy deepest and tenderest love; 
Tet think, how in spirit we often have met, 
AM while loving that other, oh, do not forget 

O, do not foiget me, thon^ loved ones betray, 
Tet dream not Hiat / will be fidlhless as ihey; 
Remmnber Ihe fiiend that in yonih yon have met 
Is too constant to waver, too tme to foiget 

O, do not foiiget me, for sad would it be, 
If the eyes that I love should look coldly on me; 
While my spbit will cherish the hour we met, 
If yon think kindly of me, and never forget 



90 



OLD WHILE TOUNO. 

lukedtfUfadwhyAtWMMMdf Htt nply wti, *' mrww hathmadr 

M0ldwUlt7tiMf.'» 



You adc ne vAj I am ao (tmogolj tenrfiill 
Why cloacb of angniflh o'er my brow are fiungt 

Ton itriTe and jftsj to Make me gay and eheerfiil. 
And wonder how I can be sad wUte yonng» 



Yea! I am yonng, in yean, bat not in feelings 
For mmj fiixrti upon my boe<»B So; 

And lorvow'a maode^ o^or my a^ atealiogy 
Wiaiyad asi iridd», aad oaat ^mA idly by. 



I may bo yoong^ bo^ wiA my b^g^hlad qbil^ 
My doodad baarl^ and waaiy baad and hnin, 

Ifeel^Iknow.InemoMiinharit 
A oaiebaa biow, and oheaiM mda again. 



OLD Wmta TOVNG. 21 

Thffli do not seom me, ihat I have not power 
To show a brow iiriiere ehadows may not come ; 

For were your heart, like mine, a blighted flower, 
You would not wonder I feel old while yonng. 
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PANTING AFTER HOLINESS. 

Hear me, oh, my blessed Saviour, 

Listen to a sinner's plea ; 
Full <^ deep, sincere repentance, 

Toms my wretched sonl to Ifaee. 
Once methooght my &iih was stronger ; 

Once I bore my Saviour's name- 
But when Satan sought and hdd me. 

Then I learned how frail I am. 

Jesus, I am strangely wayward! 

Full of sin and anguish too! 
But in mercy hear and pardon. 

Teach me, show me what to do! 
Take away this love of sinning ; 

With thy blood, oh, make me vriiole ! 
Lord! take jity on my anguish. 

Save, oh, save my guilty souL 

Jesus! thou alone canst help me. 
Endless life is in thy hand ! 



PAimirG AFTBR HOLINB88. 23 ^ 

Tom not from my wild entreaty^ 

Show me where it is I stand! 
Can my tears and grief at sinning^ 

Anj^t of hope or comfort give? 
Can this thirsting for salvation^ 

Through my Savionr bid me live ? 



O, to feel I am foigiven ! 

O, to bathe my sonl in thee ! 
O, to be an heir of heaven! 

This I long, I pant to be! 
Father! Jesos! have compassion; 

Comfort, Ifaoa alone canst give. 
Hear me, goide me, lead me, save me. 

Bid a trembling sinner Uve! 
My 2d, IS61. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF J. H. S. 

Ow circle is broken I Deatb Mvered ibe chain 
V That bonnd us togedieri by calling diee borne; 

How fearful its conflict— but paat it die pait^ 
And ihau art in heaven, while we are alone. 



Alone— yeSy and lonely! ihon{^ often may ateal 
To onr spirit some thooghts we woold breathe in 
thine ear. 

While we torn to address dice, and sadly we feel, 
To remember onr dear one no longer is here. 

We wis not foiget thee ! We conld not foiget, 
While die scenes that once knewthee so often we see! 

Thy seat, now unfilled, hadi a voice for ns yet, 
And die void in onr home whispers ever of diee. 

We miss diee, we monm diee; and oh! day by day. 
The tears of thy mother and vrife sadly flow. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF J. H. 8. 25 

Return then, dear brother, return ! — ^but, oh, stay — 
Would I call back an angel to sorrow and woe f 



No ; far be the wish ! but my boon shall be then 
To meet thee above, where no parting shaU be ; 

And as God giveth angels the charge over men. 
May thine be the spirit to watch over me! 



Farewell, then ! farewell,]then !' And since, by thy stay, 
Oar family tree hath been planted above. 

May each erring member, when summoned away, 
Pass safely from earth to that region of love. 



Fare thee well ! fare Ibee well ! and though time but 
conceal 
The feeling of loneness thine absence hath given. 
We will strive, while we mourn thee, with gladness 
to feel 
That though one less at home, toe have one safe in 
Heaven. 
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THE HEATHEN'S CRY FOR HELP. 

Come over and help us ! we are perishing all^ 
Oh, Christians arouse thee and answer our call ; 
We have none to instruct us, and if in this state 
We fall in the grave, what will then be our fate f 



Come over and help us ! we are weary of sin. 
And yet know no place where to wash and be clean ! 
If you have a river that gives you supplies, 
Come over in pity and show where it lies. 



The wflters'of Indus we have washed in in vain. 
And the Ganges don't help, though again and again 
We have dipped in its waves. Then attend to our cry. 
Or Asia will perish, and Africa die. 



Our gods we invoke, but thjBy hear not our call ; 
Even Juggernaut, too, turns away from us alL 



THB heathen's CBY FOR HELP. 27 

We are weary of gods made of wood and of stone^ 
Bat whom shall we fly to! what god shall we owAf 



Come over and help us ! for have you a fiiend 
Who hears when you pray^ and on whom you depend ? 
Come and show where he lives that we too may believe^ 
Or is he a God that bat you will receive! 



Come over and help as ! How can yoa delay 
When thoasands on tiioosands are dying each day f 
By the God whom yoa worship, in his name we cry, 
Come oat to our rescue! come, help, or we die ! 
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THE CONSTANT FRIEND. 

'Bat I am poor and needy ; yettheliOrd thinketh apon me/'— PMlm XI, 17. 

Dear^ precious Saviour^ can it be 
Thou'rt thinking of a worm like me! 
Of one, 80 M of woe within, 
So prone to waywardness and sin f 
Can it be true, from yonder dome. 
That golden palace now thy home. 
With angd-hosts sorromiding thee, 
Thou'rt deigning now to think of me ? 



'TIS even so! Though I foiget 
The Friend who sees and loves me. yet, 
Though stumbling, trembling, here I stay, 
Thou'rt thinking. Lord, of me to-day. 
Though poor and needy, weak and frail. 
My prayers for help may still prevail; 
And diough companions scornful be, 
I have one Friend who thinks of me. 



THE CONSTANT FSIXND. 29 

Dear Jesus, still protect and own, 
When sorrow's pall o'er me is thrown. 
When disappointments womid my heart, 
And coldness bids the tears to start; 
Still, stiU, O Lord, protect and guide, 
And let me in thy shelter hide. 
Though tail of sin, I cry to Ihee, 
Lord, stiU, in mercy, think of me ! 



And when death's shadows duster round. 
May I among Ihe blest be found : 
And filled with peace, oh, may I spend 
Eternity with thee, my Friend. 
But while I tarry here below. 
While strength and health Thou dost bestow. 
Help me to live more near to Thee, 
Remembering Him who thinks of me. 
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TO LIZZIE. 

Elizabeth^ Elizabeth, what can the reason be, 

Lingering in my heart I find such pleasant thoughts 
of thee? 

I seek to cast them all away^ but ah ! the wish how 
vain. 

Zephyr-like they aQ reirnn, to murmur there again. 

Ah me ! had I the power to wish^ and have that wish 
come true. 

Brightly as a fairy-dream, this life should pass for you ; 

Each thought should be a world of loye, each wish 
you s^puld possess ; 

Thine should be the power to change each thought to 
a caress, 

Having no eye to gaze on thee, but beams with ten- 
derness. 

Knew I the way to charm a life, each grief would I 



Never, ah, never, should thy lips have cause to say 
farewell 



TO LIZZIE. 31 

Oh, I would have thy life on earth a life of sunny hours. 
Which should not cease, until ezchanged for heaven's 

celestial bowers. 
Lady ! may sorrow never mar a heart so pure as thine. 
Sadness should never be enthroned upon so fair a 

shrine! 
O Lizzie, may the beautiful, the bright, the good, the 

true. 
Never vacate thy path on earth, till Paradise you view. 
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THE SACRED PREACHER. 

" The Mine day went Jeini ont of the home uid tat by the wa tide, and great 
Moltitadet were gathered together nnto him, lo that he went into a ihip and 
•at ; and the whole mnltitBde stood on the shore, and he spake many things 
nnto them/'— Matt. XIU, 1, 8, 3. 



It was not amid frescoed waUs^ 

Or gilded domes^ or lordly fanes^ 
Where lovely rays of sanlight fall 

Half light, half dark, on painted panes. 
No ! it was not in fashion's seat, 

'Mid jewelled brows our Lord* did stay; 
It was not thus he used to meet 

His fiiends to teach Ihem and to pray. 

Not there his altar ! It would be 

In some old ship that met his eye ; 
His oigan then the sounding sea. 

His aisles the shore, his dome the sky ! 
Nor was it for a chosen few 

That voice encouragement did ^ve ; 
For rich and poor might gather too, 

To see and hear, believe and live. 



THE 8ACSBD PB^ACHEB. 

Bat, oh, how changed ! A jewelled throne 

And Bpirit-goard are with him now ; 
A golden city is his home. 

And halos cluster round his brow. 
Yet though amid angelic bands. 

He stOl is ready to forgive ; 
Before the mercy-seat he stands. 

Imploring us to turn and live. 

Then pause! O sinful rebel, pause! 

Nor of denial dare to dream; 
He's just as fiuthM to your cause 

As when he stood beside the stream. 
Oh, think no more of earthly charms. 

For in Iheir grasp thero is no rest; 
Your Saviour stands with open arms, 

Then turn, and clasp him to your breast 
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A SCENE ON THE SEA OF GALILEE. 

It was night in the east, and the earth near and flu- 
Was shrouded in darkness ; while star after star 
From its golden throne glided, till nothing was seen 
But a black, angiy cloud, where the star-groups had 
been. 



Look at Galilee's sea, kow its waters are tossed! 
That ship on its bosom will surely be lost! 
Hark ! hear the loud thunder roll fearfully by, 
And see the sharp lightaing flaah over the sky. 

But calm on the shore stands a tall, noble form ; 
He heeds not the danger, he fears not the storm ; 
His eye from the ship not a moment he takes, 
^ut sees every motion and plunge that she makes. 



On, on, swept the billows ! On, on, swept the gale. 
While over the waters was heard a low wail: 



A scbhx oir thb •■▲ of oa&ilsb. 35 

Tia the cry c^ despair that ftoata over the wave^ 
Bat who can relieve diem! wbo is there to save I 



The One on the shore^ oh^ how fearless was he ! 
He pkinted his foot on the roughs angiy sea; 
One step then he took^ a firm foothold it gave — 
And onward, in trinmph, he passed o'er each wave. 



On, on, went the stranger, until he drew near 
The tempest-tossed bark, when a wild shriek of fear 
Arose from the deck; and on hearing the cry. 
He answered — '^Oh, be not afraid: it is I!^ 



''Is it thon, dearest LordP' Peter joyMy cried ; 
''Is it thon? then allow me to walk to thy side f 
And down from die vessel he stepped to the wave. 
Bat doubting, was sinking, when Jesos did sava 



From this, let my heart learn that Christ night and day, 
Doth stand by life's sea its dark waves to survey ; 
And when storms arise and huge billows roll by. 
Hell come to our side, if to him we but cry. 
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Yes! We, like poor Peter, are launched on life's sea; 
All doubting— all sinking-— how feeble are we ! 
Yet a hand is outstretched, and, with Jesus to aid, 
We will tread life's dark billows, and not be afraid. 
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THE DYING CHRISTIAN. 

The fddlowiiif llnet won inggetted by hMring an ftoconat of a eonveited 
hMtben, who, when dying, exclaimed to a Miarionarf pment, *' My boat ii 
OB the lea, its stult are tpiead, and I an only waiting for a bieese to rite, to 
waft me home I" 



My boat is on the sea^ 

Tempestaons winds are gone ; 
The waves float past h^ joyfully, 

While I look calmly on. 



Not so in days gone by, 

When, launched upon the deep,» 
Winds howled and clouds rode in the sky^ 

While waves my boat would sweep. 



My sails above I spread; 

Those sails, how white they are ! 
How pure, while floating overhead. 

Like some bright beacon-star ! 



THE DYINO CHBISTIAIC. 



Once ihej were black as night. 

With sin all stained and dark. 
But Christ's pure blood hath washed them white. 

And hung them o'er my bark. 



My boat is on the seas. 
Its sails are npread to-day, 

I only wait a friendly breeze 
To bear my boat away. 



Away ! away ! I long to go I 
Kind winds, oh come, oh come ! 

I'm weary of my stay below, 
I pine, I pant for home. 



Home ! home ! sweet home ! dear word ! 

When will the moment come ? 
Joy ! joy! I move ; my sails were stined ; 

Home ! home ! Fm going home. 



OUR OLD HOMESTEAD. 

A country spot, a country spot — ^there's magic in the 

Bame^ 
For a lover of its quiet haunts in childhood I became ; 
When but a very little child^ I knew each glen and dell, 
That lay around the old homestead I always loved so 

well 
The old homestead, the old homestead, how dear it is 

to me! 
That large old house, virith airy rooms, I still in fancy 

There's not a flower, a tree, or bush, but I see in dreams 

once more, 
From the tall old poplars by the road, to the lilacs by 

Ihe door. 



But Ae long green ^aA, where once I played, is well 

remembered too, 
Widi the grand old treeB, so iall and large, that in it 

thickly grew ; 
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There^ often breathless, trembling joy to my young 

heart would spring, 
When I watched a robin build her nest, or heard an 

oriole sing. 
There, too, beneath a graceful elm, I've sunk upon 

the grass. 
To see the tiny butterflies that near my brow would 

pass; 
Then watching through the dancing leaves the blue 

clouds in the sky, 
I slept, and meanings in the elm have proved my 

lullaby. 

The hill, the hill behind the house, I see it once again. 

With the rustic bridge that lay below, on which I 
carved my name ; 

I see the winding " Mourning Kill,'' with woods on 
either side. 

Where I have gathered birch and flowers, and wan- 
dered far and wide. 

It was there, in early spring, I went week after 'week 
to see 

A bed of white anemones, a sacred spot to me ; 

And then, when autumn days came on, I wandered 
farther still. 

To find the crimson cardinal that bloomed beside the 
miU. 
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Bat these are but a few brief things which memory's 

dreams mifold ; 
For, of all the thoughts that crowd my heart, one half 

could not be told : 
The ramble off for berries ripe down in the meadows 

green; 
Jhe walk down to the orchard, where the golden fruit 

is seen; 
The laugh that made the old woods ring, when, 'neath 

the chestnut tree. 
The shaken branches showered down a store of nuts 

to me. 
These are but some of countlesff things that widi my 

heart-strings play. 
When I dream of the old homestead where my child- 
hood passed away. 



Our old homestead, our dear homestead, my spirit turns 

to thee; 
Though prisoned in a city cage, I struggle to be 

free, 
Tm weary of the endless noise, the crowds that hurry 

by; 
I long to breathe a purer air, to see a bluer sky ; 
4 



4St tBM WD HOKABrraAD. 

Vtx BMunudg tbt did wQd-ifOod $^f aAd toribffm&t^ 

dow jet, 
"thb fttlley and (be grieii UU-sidd I never caa foigcAi 
Ob> a weary thing must be ftafe beart iHiare fancy 

wfauperB eone. 
If adtylifemost be its lot, and a city place ito borne! 



LINES TO A PET BIRD. 

This wmaikable biid is a nativa of Bombay and the only ono of tbo kind 
in the United Statat. Ito body ii very small and fiaoefol with a tail neariy 
half a yard in length. It is singularly aflbctionate and tame speaking in a 
•oft and melodions voice over thirty difleient genteiuM, and whistling with 
wntk beanty and power sereial diiBoalt tones. 



Bird of the love-lit eye. 

The sea-green vest and scarlet necklace fiiir, 
Why did'st thou hither fly? ^ 

Where is thy home, sweet bird! oh, tell me where ! 

Far in an eastern land, 

'Mid orange bowers, beyond the bine sea's foam. 
Where old palm trees by Indian winds are fanned. 

Bird of the languid eye, there is thy home ! 



Would'st thou return, sweet love ? 

Thy cherished woodouites dost thou pant to see t 
Say! would'st thou leave me for the banyan grove 

And thy fiMrsakea nest? bird! can it be! 
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No ! thou art with me still, 

And long will linger ; for thy love-lit eye 
This fond caress pressed by thy gentle bill, 

These low breathed words, have ej^ch a sweet reply. 



We could not part with thee. 

For deep within onr hearts, there is thy home ! 
Sad would our dwelling be, 

Were thy gay laughs unheard, thy sweet words gone. 



Darling, we love thee well ! 

Thine is the power to touch and win the heart ; 
Each word a mystery ! every tune a spell ! 

Bird from a foreign clime, we must not part ! 



Tet I a secret crave ; 

Whence came thy voice of dream-like melody ? 
Was it from fairy realms, from Magi's cave. 

Or from some distant clime known but to thee t 



Caught thou the ocean's moan. 

Or whisperings low in eastern forests heard t 
Say ! from an echo did'st thou steal a tone t 

Were these the fabrics of thy voice, sweet bird t 
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Higher the gift may be, 

MTsterions one ! with strange and secret powers. 
I ask no more ! thou wilt not answer me ! 

Enough ! enough J to know that thon art onrs. 



Bird of the sea-green vest. 

And scarlet necklace 1 faiify of our home ! 
Come, on my finger rest, 

And speak to me in love's low welcome tone. 
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THOUGHTS, 

Upon reeming a copy of the " Women of the Old and J7(m 
' TettamerU;' from the Uaehen of the Sunday School 
ofiheB.D. Okureh, 21M Bt, New York 

There are moments, when into the heart and the soul, 
A thrill of deep pleasure will suddenly roll : 
And thus to my spirit deep thoaghtfblness flowed. 
As I looked at the token so kindly bestowed. 
I dreamed, as I gazed, and in dreaming grew bold. 
Till I conmmned in fancy with women of old ; 
And sweet were the visions I found on each page. 
As my thoughts traveled backward o'er age upon age. 

As I turn o'er the pages, ISpporah I see, 
Whose laige speaking eyes beam forth kindly on me ; 
I mark the virarm blood mount in floods to her cheek. 
As of Moses her husband vnik pride she doth speak. 
Dovm, dovm, time's dark vista, I'm passing again. 
Till I stand by a bier with the widow of Nain, 
And my heart beats with hers, as I hear a sweet voice 
Bid die young man arise and the mother rejoice. 
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Haik! hark! tears are fiilling ! torn softly ibis leaf, 
Tib Mary, the weeper, and wSd is her grief; 
At the first dawn of day, amid darkness and gbom. 
She has come to her Lord, but found vacant the tomb. 
Dry, monmer, thy tears, Oxj dear Saviour to see- 
Blest woman ! that He s^ionld appear uito thee ! 
But fidth was thy beacon and may it be mine. 
To guide and to guard me till life I resign. 



beantiM gift, would I might bot'UnroH 

The £uieies thy presence hath bioug^ tomjjoull 

Or paint the emotions, so holy and d^ep, 

AswUhSarsfa, and Miriam, imd Martha 1 4qpeak. 

O may each ezam{^ Ay pages impart, 

Be written and stamped on the folds of my heart! 

And vriien Death shall come, and life's numbers are told, 

May I jom m the songs of the ''Women of Old." 
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LINES 

JIp<m the Burning of the Henry Clay. 

It was a lovdj afternoon in the month of sweet July^ 
When a flood of golden sunshine poured down from a 

cloudless sky. 
And dancing, glittering, quivering round, on waters 

blue they gleamed. 
Until one mass of royal gems the noble Hudson seemed. 
Twas then two steamers bounded on, in wild and mad 

career; 
Regardless of the tearful eyes, the cheeks Ihat paled 

with fear. 
The trembling forms, the beating hearts, the quick and 

panting breath. 
They madly leaped the foaming waves upon Ihat race 

of death. 

On, on, one steamer dashed along, in reckless haste, 

on! on! 
TiU Catskill met the stranger's gaze, and like a flash 

was gone. 
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Old Cro' Nest then came up to view — the Highlands 

faded fast, 
f And next the Palisades were .seen, but like the rest 

were passed. 
West Point was reached and left bcliind, and Yonkers 

soon would come. 
And man jr hearts fell safer there, for they were near- 

ing home. 
Alas ! alas ! they neared their home, they neared the 

parting breath ; 
The race, Ihat cruel race was won ; its only victor— 

Peath! 



Bnt bark ! Ibat cry of agony—'' Fire ! fire !" came 

o'er the deck. 
And struck dismay to every heart, and left each hope 

a wrecL 
Again/ again !'' fire ! fire T is heard, while flames 

come sweeping by. 
And wrapped the centre of the boat, amid a frantic 

cry. 
Then mothers clasped their little ones on bosoms wiU 

with fear, 
Whfle wives dose to their husbands dung, and broUi- 

ers, sisters cheer I 



so umM iTFozr thm Hinsr olat. 

Bol now the vessel nean the dioce, alas I too lato! 

too late ! 
FiHrnone caa leach it firom die Bteni> and fearfid, wfld 

their fiEite. 



B«t see, (he flames Sfnead swifflj on! Is there no 

power to save ? 
Hdp! help! vefaat fearM oraliitades jBve pkmging in 

the wave ! 
The watos near aee black with fonns, who, as thej 

struggle by,. 
Grasp all who come within their reach, and drag them 

down to die. 
Dea& ! death is on the Hudson now ! and horror hangs 

around 1 
Great God! what screams, and cries, and groans around 

ike spot resound ! 
Bright waves, how can you dance along within your 

fiir<^amed bed. 
And play so carelessly around the dying and the dead? 



BoBbadk, ye flames! yoa aged fimn in mercy see and 



in vain! tiielMtfftd leap is made, he sinks bwieafliAe 
wave; 
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A rope to him is kindly ftro^im^ one smile of ihsxAn 

is given^ 
Hist smile bis last ; Us strength is gone^ his spirit soars 

to heaven. 
And now a widow and her child^ ye waves^ have sought 

your care ; 
Bat few the sommers on their brow ; then oh^ in pity 

spare; 
Bat no^ the cry is breathed in vain^ they sink beneath 

the wave. 
Thns six in pairs from one sad home have found a 

watery grave ! 



But see yon noble boy of twelve> who battles with the 

tide ! 
A mother fondly^ dearly loved^ is clinging to his 

side; 
And while he sighed for those he left, his burden on 

he bore. 
And well the noble deed was done — they safely reached 

the shore. 
Some, when they sought to render aid, a victim, too* 

became; 
While others sank upon the deck and perished in (be 

flame. 
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Alas! wliat agony and woe hatb robed that spot in 

gloom^ 
Where eighty on that sonny day met sach a fearfbl 

doom! 



A wa3 floats o'er the Hudson now^ from the watchers 

on the land^ 
As the bodies of the loved and lost are laid upon the 

sand; 
Here blooming youths and helpless age^ upon the cold 

bank lie^ 
While babes clasped in their mother's anns are sleep- 
ing silently. 
Long will it be e'er we foiget, when launched upon 

the waves^ 
How death passed o'er the Hudson once^ and made 

so many graves. 
Oh, may it cause us all to think how near our end 

may be, 
And so prepare for sudden death and for eternity I 
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REFLECTIONS 
Upon being detained from the kauee of Ood, 

list to the Sabbath bell! 

From tower and spire it soimds the hour of prayer ; 
While with its echoes swell 

Praises from God's own house, and I not there ! 

Why should we wish to stay 

In this dark world of suffering and of woe — 
Storms gathering o'er our way, 

And clouds of sin around our path below f 

As the young hart doth mourn 

For cooling streams and gentle water brooks, 
So doth my spirit turn 

Unto thy temple, Lord, with longing looks. 

O for that calm retreat ! 
That refuge safe for weary pilgrims found ! 
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Where prayer and praises meet, 
And calm emotions in tibe heart aboond. 



I love thy conrts, O God! 

My pastor's voice falls sweetly on mine ear ; 
Those aisles so often trod. 

Remind my spirit that the Lord is near. 

Tet, though I may not meet 

To-day my Saviour in the honse of prayer. 
Still, to the mercy seat 

My soul may wander — ^He will meet me there t 

O for a dove's white wmg. 

To bear me hence to purer realms than this! 
Where Sabbath anthems ring 

Unchanged, unceasing, amid bowers of bliss. 

Dear Saviour, hear my cry! 

Teach me my pilgrim days on earth to spend. 
So when I come to die, 

My soul may bask in Sabbaths without end. 
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THE MOTHER'S APPEAL. 

Smgeitad by leading'of the anwt some jwn nnoe, of a poor wMtea ftr 
Medtng ; while in the hftndbi of the poBoe, dw bagged to be leleieed, laying 
•he but took the money to bvy biead for an only child who was dying with 
hnnger. Her wild appearance and naeren ttepi caued them to think her vb- 
d« the inflnenoe of ardent ipixlti, and her wordt were Ant dineguded, and 
die placed in confinement, bvt Oo next memiqf they were aboeked to find 
her dead, and upon eearching, to haa that both «ho and h« Mm, had Indoid 
died of etarratkm. 



O, stop^ and hear a motker^s woe. 

One pitying look upon her cast ! 
O, watchman, hear, 'ere on yott go. 

In mercy drag me not to fiurt. 
Ton will not atop, or heed each tear. 

Yet i^e I not, my heart woald r^id: 
One week ago I landed here, 

I had no money, had bo tiiesbAl 



My husband died upon the sea, 
Alas! how is my heart bereft I 

One only diild I have widi me, 
The only one^f Irighi babea htL 
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Amid your streets, confased and mid, 
I wandered on, with aching head, — 

I begged — to feed my famished child. 
Yet no kind hand would give us bread. 



Since yestermom no food I found. 

My Willie's eye in death grew dim ; 
I laid him sofUy on the ground. 

And plead, and prayed, for bread for him. 
O, mercy ! hear those hungry moans. 

That sigh that sounded long and slow ! 
O, heed the anguish of my tones. 

And let me go! ah, let me go! 



He heeds me not! A few words more : 

I left bis side, I hurried on. 
That window saw, and from its store. 

Grasped one small piece to save my son. 
No ! watchman, stop ! my words believe, 

'TIS hunger only makes me reel ! 
My words are true, I don't deceive ; 

Have you no heart! cannot yon feel ! 

Hark! hark! again those moans so wild! 
Unloose thy hold! Fiend! fiend! I'm strong! 
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Ye ihall not drag me from my chfld. 

Away! away! I will be gone! 
He holds me still! I can't depart! 

DeqMiir ! what demons near I view ! 
Alas! alas! what thrills my heart! 

Fronds heartless man. 111 go with you. 



Lead on, I say ! why halt ye now! 

Thy horrid deed of blood is done : 
My boy is dead: his murderer thou, — 

Then, tyrant, monster, then lead on! 
Ha! ha! the goal is reached at last. 

My prison walls at length I see ; 
Ay! bar the door! ay! make it fast, 

Yet one short hour will set me free. 



For God forgives where man will not. 
He looks on me with pitying eye ; 

No more I feel my hungry lot 
O, sweet release I I faint, I die! 
• • • • 

The morning sun in brightness shone. 
And to that cell it sofUy crept, 

Where lay a woman on the stone. 
But in death's arms she cahnly slept 
5 
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REFLECTIONS, 

Upon vUUing a emneUry, <m the banki of the Pataaie, 



Unfold thy portals, for a stranger seeks 
Admittance here, thou gamer of the dead,— 

She leaves the city \rith its crowded streets, 
One hour with thee to spend, thy walks to tread. 

In thy lone paths reflection's seeds are sown. 

Each step will faring a thought, each grave a tone. 



Pass in! pass in! Yes! we may enter now! 

But pause one mmnent, Ibrobbing heart, and think* 
ThouglL youth and glee are seated on each brow. 

Yet in deaOi's dnmbers, ye have all to sink ; 
In some grave-dotted spot ye, too, must lie. 
Earth for tby pillow, and tliy pall the sky. 



Tread gently now, tlie dead lie thick around! 
Graves np<m graves are scattered &r and wide; 
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Here old and young in multitudes are founds 

While rich and poor are sleeping side by side. 
Butr— solemn thought that o'er m j spirit rolls — 
Each deeper owns a soul I Wh^re^ then, those souls! 



Now wander on! that litde grave draw near! 

See'st thou the flower that in the wind doth wave t 
Spring's first-bom gem ! why art thou blooming here. 

Shedding thy perfume o'er a baby's grave f 
Sleep on, sweet babe! unbroken be thy rest. 
Since Spring a guard of flowers weaves o'er thy breast 



Speak sofUy now ! hush every sounding note ! 

A young and gifted one is sleeping there. 
Some tender hand this sad inscription wrote, 

*' Hushed is the lute-string — ^vacant is the chair/ 
But though on earth her lute no more is stirred. 
Perchance in spirit-worlds its notes are heard 

How calm this spot! This high and noble hiU 
Sprinkled with tombs, how calmly doth it lie! 

How green the bank, how silent and how still-— 
No sound, save the Passaic dashing by ! 

Beautiful river, as you sweep along, 

Are funeral diiges whispered in thy songt 
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Tbere, torn we now! Our hoar with tbee is past: 
Back to the world again^ our steps we trace; 

Bat o'er oar soak the solemn thoagfats ye east. 
Time's silyery finger will not soon efface. 

O, may we live, while here on earth we roam^ 

So death's daik portals will bat waft as home. 
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STANZAS, 

Sitffgetted by teeing BtembrueJ^M '^ Adoration of the Magi!* 
hibited at JDuoMhrf GaUery. 



TeD me^ can it be trae 

That holy scene is bat a painting rare— 
An artisfs dreamt Why, life seems mshing through 

Each form that mingles in that group so foir! 



Still lingers on the dream! 

In Bethlehem I stand, while gaadng here; 
This manger real— the forms that grace the scene^ 

Seem breathing, trembling to my vision dear. 



Would that on me were shed » 

That heavenly light that o'o- the group doth shine ! 
Stealing so softiy from the lowly bed. 

Where Mary watches o'et the babe divine^ 
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Aye, Magi, come and kneel 

With thy rich gifts. *TiB Jesus you behold ; 
He from whose form that holy light doth steal. 

Is the Uest babe of whom yon have been told. 



Hold back thy torch afar ! 

Tis bat a t&ckeat to the light aromidl 
Well may you point toward the guiding star 

That led thee on where heaven's best gem is found ! 



See the blind shepherd here; 

He seeks the Lord: the wish his steps obey. 
And seeing not the light that shines so elear. 

Puts forth his hand, feels it, and knows the way. 



WeD might those angels love 

To linger round a jdace so strangely blest! 
No brighter one was left in realms above. 

Than he who in the manger lay at rest 



Oh, would that words could tell 
The deep, the wild, the sod-bom thoughts that cam». 



BTXnXAS. 



When on that paintS&g my first glances fell; 
Looking^ to think — ^thinking, to look again. 



Vain the i^ten^ I see. 

To unage forth what thrills Ifae spirit Yet 
In fatnie dreams it will unfaded be^ 

For that pore scene I would not soon finiget 
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A NIGHT SCENE IN JEI^USALEM. 

Night diadowed fair Jerosalem; its calm 
Lay on the oily; the fonrdi watch drew near, 
\And (me bright tiara of stars were np. 
And briBiant constellations; while the moon 
Floated in silent loveliness above. 
Shedding a soothing influence o'er a scene 
Of dark solemnity! At that strange tune, 
When deep shonid seal each eyeBd, might be 
A brilliant light in Ihe high priesf s abode. 
It was a lordly palace! high it stood. 
In all its midtaight qplendor; massive front 
And marUe court was diere, and in that oonrt 
A foontain played, whose dropping, Hqnid tones, 
Broke sweedy on the air; the moon above 
Shone on die pavement in long, maiy beam% 
And qmiUed on the water. All die rooms 
That opened in the oonrt, were lighted foil 
And dazdingly, while forms ci maids and men 
Were gliding back and fortL Caiaphas then. 
In all his pomp arrayed, watched for die steps 
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Of his foul meflBengers. Hk robes of rank 
Served well to hide a heart eormpt and viie ! 
The broidered coat waa wrought in costliest forms^ 
And the blue '^ephod robe^ with lasseled hem. 
Of pomegranites and golden bells he wore; 
4¥hi]e precious stones apon his breastplate glowed 
As the light met them; and the ephod, too, 
Flowed o'er him, br^ant widi its gold and gena 
The Imen mitre, with its bands of bkie^ 
Embroidered, and its plate of gold sat irqi 
Upon his brow, and the inseriptioo strange, 
<< Holiness to Jehovah,'' still was there. 
Though Moody thoughts were eating through his sooL 
Chief priests and seribes w«re waiting bj his side^ 
While stem defianee rested on their bt^ws. 
And malice fired their ejes^ 

But steps are heard! 
And onward diroii|^ the pord^ a band of men 
Come ronghlj in, with Ae imprisoned Lord; 
While stealthil J one Mowed afiir off. 
But hovered near where the priesf s servants staid. 
Meekly die Savioor stood, when thns arraigned 
Before Caiaphas, solemnly resigned 
To meet His &te, for well He knew Aat fate. 
There, in that hoar of nighty (hey mocked and jeered 
The Saviour; bat each taont^ each moeUng word. 
Met looks of pore foigiveneBS. 
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Filled wiHi lear. 
Became frail Peter^s hearty aa he surveyed 
The omel so^ie aad heard the doom of death, 
A sial^Mtor^a death, <m Jesos passed ; 
And when a maid near by, aecosted him. 
As His disciple, he denied, and said, 
''I know not what thon sajrest;" then the porch 
He sought, and in a train of thought he fell-— 
So strangel J deep, he scarcely heard the notes 
Of a cock, crowing shrill and long, close by ; 
But intermptimi came, for onee again 
A maid came up and said, ''thon wast with Himr* 
He tremUed then, and scarcely dared repeat, 
'* 1 know him not,** and yet die w<Nxb were said. 
An hour passed by, and standing near the group 
Of modiers, Peter stood wilh ashy lips 
And eyes dilated. Wdi he marked the scene ! 
He saw them strike his Marter! saw them spit 
Upon His hdy fiice, tiien buffet him. 
And as he mariKed each blow, the peofde near 
Observed his aniioas look, and read his thoughts, 
Then speedily accused him. '^O, fidseman! 
Thou didst belong to Jesus, for thy speedi 
Hath the same accents: thou art one of Ihose 
Detested Galileans!" Then began 
The weak, dduded Peter, to deny 
With oaths and curses, that he knew the Lord. 
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Shrill were Ihe code's fall notes, as the words fell 
Upon the ear, and 'ere the bird had time 
To fold its wings, Ihe Saviour tamed and looked 
Fall npon Peter. O, that look ! that look ! 
As Peter caught the gaze, his heart leaped np. 
And ^robbed almost to breaking. So much grief, 
Saoh patient sadness, yet forgiveness, too. 
Lived in that look; his very breath gave pain. 
And with one gasp of agony, he tamed, 
And fled away, as the yoang fawn would do. 
When loud shrill tones of the dread hunter's horn. 
And baying hounds brought death knells to her ear. 
Then tears gushed forth, wild, bitter, heartfelt tears ; 
And his form quivered witih emotions strong 
And full, as sways the trembling aspen leaves, 
Or rocks the waving Inllows. How he grieved. 
That he had sinned so deeply ! how he mourned. 
That he had added to his Blaster's cup 
Of sorrow! how he scorned and loathed himself! 
Tlien as he wept in anguish, penitence 
Thrilled through his soul, and a sad prayer rose up 
To God and Heaven, and mingled vrith his tears. 
• • • • • 

Fit preparation this, for that calm hour. 
When, after man had wrought his work of death, 
The Saviour burst the tomb and lived again. 
And walked with His disciples. Then he asked 
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In gentle tones, '' O, Peter, loVst thon Me?" 
Three times that question came, tfai^ times assent 
Was given; then, with a glowing brow, a heart 
That overflowed, and soul subdued with love. 
He cried, with rapture in his voice, ** Mj Lord, 
Thou knowest all things, and Thou knowest well, 
Ihot TheeT 



VISIONS OF THE HOLT LAND. 



How strange it is tibat thoughts will come which we 

cannot control; 
That saddenl J such fantasies will flood the inmost souL 
Thos oft I meant the wings of thonght, and from my 

home I fly. 
Until I stand on eastern grounds, beneath an eastern 



Jemsalem ! Jemsalem I I often think of thee, 
For in thj courts a Saviour's form in fancy still I see. 
His footsteps to the temjde tend; in joy I follow, too, 
To listen there, with love and awe, to words so strange, 
yet true. 



Jerusalem! JerusalemI I know how sad thy &te! 
Thy children all are scattered wide, thy streets are 
desolate; 
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Tet still the camel bells I hear as through Ihy gates 

thej come ; 
Thine aged walls I often see, thy streets I often roam. 



Then \i^en old Salem's walks I leave^ with crowds of 

busy men, 
Tlie Valley of Jehoshaphat my spirit crosses then; 
I think as o'er its beaten paths my steps I sadly trace. 
What holy feet in days gone by, have touched that 

very place. 



Monnt Olivet! Mount Olivet I what thrilling scenes 

have been 
Transacted on thy noble brow, beneatih the olives 

green! 
'Twas there for solitude and prayer our Saviour often 

went, 
While many long and weary n^hts upon thy sides he 

spent. 



I oft»n cUmb thy rugged heights to view the landscape 

round, 
While unse^ s{4rits seem to say^ I stand on holy 

ground ; 
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Then glancing down tihe mountain green where Ked- 

ron's waters flow, ' 
The olives in Gethaemane seem beckoning me below. 



I know foil well that Proyidence appointed not my lot 

To visity save in fancy flights, tibat widely sacred spot ; 

And thankful will I strive to be since mine's the pleas- 
ant dreams, 

Since tihought can reach the Holy Land, and revel 'mid 
its scenes. 
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THE CANAANITISH MOTHER. 



It was a quiet hour — ^hushed, oalm^ and stOl, 

On Tyre and Sidon's coasts. There Christ had sought 

A resting place ; but even there was heard 

A tale of miseiy, to claim his pitj 

And his aid. Weary and worn with watching, 

A stranger threw herself, in mute despair. 

Low at his feet She was a Gentile mother! 

And far in Syria's borders she &ad heiuxl 

Faint nimors of the Lord; and eagerly. 

With panting heart, a long and weary way 

Had followed him, to breathe into his ear 

Her tale of woe. Yet, as her quivering lips 

Essayed to speak, a flood of burning tears 

Gushed from her eyes, while sobs of agony 

Thrilled wildly through the air. 

O, Son of Dayid, hear my cry! 
In mercy heed my pleadings wild ! 

A widowed woman, Lord, am 1, 
The mother of an only child. 
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Alas! what agony to me 

The words " mj diild," to others dear ! 
When but a habe, I Ihonght that she 

Was sent my widow's lot to cheer. 



Ah me! how ean I tell the woe 

That wrong my heart already sadt 
CSiide not these tears, though fast they flow, 

For Master, Lord, my child is mad! 
0, God! for words my cause to plead! 

(Stop, wretched heart, thy throbbings vnlil) 
Say ! wilt then not my sorrows, heed t 

Say ! wilt thou not restore my childt 

Trae, Master, trae ! It is not meet 

That dogs should eat the children's bread ; 
Tet sometimes at the children's feet 

Crumbs fall, and then the dogs are fed. 
Dear blessed Lord, one word bestow! 

Thou, only thou, canst give me aid ! 
Help! help! I will not let thee go 

Until her maniac cries are stayed! 

Joy! moliier, joy! 

Thy fiuth the boon hath won; for lo! he tams^ 
6 
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While like a gush of mosio £edl his words 
Upon her mourning heart: '' Great is thy fiiith^ 
O, woman ! loTe like thine I have not seen ; 
No ! not in Israel's children. Daughter, go ! 
Thy child this hour is healed.'' 

Oh! who can paint 
Her joy, as those sweet words first met her ear? 
She spoke no word ! but, with a low, glad cry, 
Clasped hands, and quivering lips, she looked 
Her mute thanksgiving. 
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THE MONARCH'S THOUGHT. 

It ii nid of Zanw, that whtB ti the head of tbt Blmott iacndiMt ftnj of 
Art nOUoiit, be peued to rarrey the Test uwmblage ; raddenly thii thought 
pnmteditMlftohkmiBd: " When wUlaUthii noble umy be one hnadnd 
jMnfiomiiowl*' Aiidoireiooinewitheaiotioiiattheiadqaiftkm,heeofeied 
hii ftoe with hit huds, aad bunt into teui. 

Halt! halt! ye host of valiant ones, 

Wh9e I survey this glittering band 
Frond, happy monarch should I be. 

Five million men at my command! 
Go, search the universe around, 

In regions near, in kingdoms far. 
Where will yon see a sight so grand. 

As aU these heroes armed for wart 

Tetstay! dread horror now dolh seize 

The deepest caverns of my heart; 
A Ihonght my very blood doth freeze, 

A single thought the tears dolh start! 
Tears, did I say t a monarch weep t 

Strange vision, hence! why cross my track t 
Away ! but no, it may not be. 

Tears fiedt— I cannot keep Ihem back! 
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One hondred yean! — ^brief points of time!-^ 

When yon have rolled yonr circles round. 
Where Ihen will be ibis pageant gay t 

Where will ibis army vast be foond? 
DnstI dost! a heap of mooldaring bones ! 

Not one heart left tibat beats to-day ! 
The monarch prond, the warrior bold. 

All doomed, all certain to decay. 

One hundred years! then each will be 

Foigottra, as a once-heard song; 
None left to tell that we haye lived. 

Not one to mourn ihat we are gone. 
Our homes will Ihen remain, 'tis true, 

But stranger forais our place will fill. 
And other yoices jest and sing, 

When ours in death are mute and still! 



One hundred years! Wdlmaylweqp! 

Since time is adlher bought ncv sold, 
life, precious boon, far Ibee Fd give 

My throne, and wMi it untold gdd; 
In vain— the wish ji afl in vain I 

This army tasfi are dymg BMn ; 
One hundred years wiB soon be pas^ 

And Aen^-HfciEfpair Bes in that IJ^ 
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LINES TO REV. J. W. 8., 
On 9imr J ppr o MMmg Mmritige, 

BeloTed one! (be time irh-wn near 

When I mmt lemve tiuB home of mine^ 
With all its boet of loving hearts, 

For one, iM^ere none will love but diine. 
Strange dioqgfatl yet oh, how wiU^ sweet 

To be beloved, dear one, bj thee; 
Tet ikis ean ohase all cares away. 

And only this give joj to me. 



Then, dearest, Ihen, in fiitwe homg^ » 

Let fondness linger in each tone; 
0, let me find qfeetian'sjlowers 

Can blossom in my patih alone. 
Be tender of me! do not mind 

The frailties fhon ma/st chance to seel 
F<M|[iving, when the case may need, 

Foigetting fitnlts that sboold not be! 
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Remember^ 'tb a poef 8 heart 

That (boa hast songhty that thoa hast won, 
A fragile thing that heart, dear love, 

Of finest feelings it is strong; 
Awake to every ihought of love. 

At fondness joyous dreams are' stirred, 
Tet keenly sensitive, it droops 

Benealh a chilling look or word. 



A poefs heart! Ihoa canst not dream 

The deathless love that it contains ! 
Tb wilder than the wildest joy, 

'TIS deeper than the deepest pafais! 
Dear one, that wealth of love is thine. 

Twill haunt thy stqps, in joy and woe; 
No other one could cling so dose ! 

No other heart could love thee so I 

Tet ihhik not that I doubt ihy love, 

Nol it dodi light those eyes of thine ! 
And while thy happiness 111 seek, 

I feel tibat Ihou wilt care for mine. 
On thy true breast my head 111 lean. 

In those fond arms my home shall be ! 
Thy loving heart will never fiiil 

To give a sacred pUee to me. 



LINXS TO BIV. J. W. S. 79 

Then oheerfiillj 111 give my hand 

Where montha ago mj heart I gave. 
And from die altar we will striTe 

The others peace to seek and save. 
Thus loving, we will not foiget 

The Father God we have above^ 
Bnt to His caose, united, bend 

Oar hopes, our eneigies, oar love. 
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MT BABY BOY. 

I litde tbovght a few montha sinee, thoa would'sft be 

with me now. 
When I saw that deadly paleneia B^nread itself upon 

thj brow, 
Those tiny hands so clasped in pain, iky blue ejes 

roUed in death, 
While thj mother's watchful listening could scarcely 

catch thy breath. 
They told me thou wast dying then, I knew it must 

be so! 
For I thought my heart would surely break, beneath 

that burst of woe. 

Yet tboa wast spared, my darling boy! God took tfj^e 

not from me! 
He saw my heart's convulsive throes, my Sfniif s agony, 
And though my prayer was not for life, but that His 

will be done. 
He knew tbe hearths own ndld desire, and spared to 

me my son. 



XT BAST BOT. 81 

BvftaowHioa art n^M own, mme own, mj beantfftdj 

my bird! 
O, what a nuh of eertacy dioie tender terma hipra 

atined. 



Mbe own! Ah, yaa! raiiie own dear one, to lore, 

orotect, and bless! 
To da^ within a vviul w:^braoe, or mntely to earesa ! 
Mme own to goard through li^fiuicy, to wrestle for in 

prayer. 
To watch and guide throng^ y^^othfiil years, each joy 

and grief to Aaxe, 
And mine a Savionr's priceless name to teach his lisp- 

ing tongue, 
To ten the glories of the cross, whence free salvation 

spmng. 



My beavtMil! and b it strange that I should style 

himsot 
What moOer^s heart is Hmm b«t sees her babe in 

beaat^growt 
So when I gase into those ^rss, so deeply, daiUy hke. 
Or jniees the velvet lip and cheek, where crimson stmg- 

t^Arongh, 
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Or take die perfect hand in rnine^ with fingers white 

to see, 
Sajj is it strange that he shoolcl seem a peerless babe 

to me? 



Dear Savionr ! when I bend above mybaby's cradle bed. 

And breathe my heartfelt blessings down upon his tiny 
head. 

My sonl wells np in thankfulness that thou shonld'st 
mark on high 

An humble mother's monmM tears^ or heed her bro- 
ken righ ; 

Yet oh ! since Thou in mercy spared my first bom 
babe to me. 

Be this my end, be this my aim, to biing him np for Thee. 

O, may I teach my baby boy the way to truth divine ; 
So mould his heart that he at last among Christ's gems 

may shine ! 
Help me to make redemption's theme so welcome to 

his ear. 
That it may be his choicest song, the one he loves tp 

hear! 
Then, when this world shall be dissolved, gone every 

spire and dome, 
O, may he chant his Saviour's praise in an eternal home. 
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PILATE'S WIFE. 



The noonday son was shedding goMen beims 

Upon the lofty domes and minarets 

Of fair Jerusalem; yet few were seen 

In thdr aecostomed haunts; while far away. 

Beyond the city limits, might be heard 

The shoutings of a rabble. They were there 

To feast upon the dying agonies 

Of Calvar/ s bleeding ones. It was the hour 

The most eventful on the page of Time! 

That hour, when, ibr the sms of guilty man, 

A Saviour God, with love unspeakable. 

Hung bleeding on Golgotha. 

Shout on shout 
Was borne upon the air! wild bursts of rage 
And guilty tumult! While they echoed round, 
A sheet of darkness glided oW the sun. 
Concealing it from sight Darker it grew ; 
Daiker— more daric! vMb, from a casement 
Of Pilate's princely home, soft munnurs came 
Of woman's low, sad vdiee. It was his wife, 



84 vTULjafu wira. 

WhOj on a orimson ooaeh miim>iight with gold. 
Had Arown herself despairing. Near her stood. 
With ashy lips, the guilty Governor. 
Again the shouts were heard, and, starting up. 
With tearM eyes and tones of agony. 
Her fears burst forth in words: 
<<0, Pilate, say it is not so! 

That Just One is not doomed to diet 
Tet why these shouta so fieroe and wild! 

It is not He they crucify! 
Yea! (fid'st ihou sayt Avannt the Hiou^l 

I but mistodc thy words I know ; 
O, husband! turn thine eyes on me! 
Alas! their looks but seal my woe! 

O, Pilate! Nate! how eould'st thou 

Consent to do this deed of guiltt 
Thou knewest well the tale was false ; 

Then say, why should his blood be sp&tt 
,0h, had'st thou known the fearful dream 

That clasped my soul this very day. 
Thou had'st not scorned the message sent, 

Or from its words have turned away. 

It was BO oommoa dnam of nigfat, 
But with the mossing mn it came ; 



And oh, thoie wMy fiig^itliil acenet, 
They frose the Uood, they chilled eaeh veb! 

Widi mnltitadet of aogry meo^ 
I stood upon Momit Calvary, 

Beside a cross, where, dybg, hang^ 
The holy man of Galilee. 



With sick'ning sonl I toraed to fly. 

But horror chained me to the place ; 
Black darkness came, the graves were rent, 

And dead men held me face to face. 
It changed ! It was the Judgment Day, 

And, Pilate, thou wert there with me. 
Before the Judge, who proved, alas! 

The cmcified of Galilee I 



'Depart!' he cried, 'Iknow you not!* 

Thoselooks! thosetones! they thrilled me so! 
But demons cang^t mff trembling forms, 

And horled OS, shrieking, down to woe i 
There howls, and shrieks, and moans, and groans 

Arose amid the flame and smoke. 
I screamed! I straggled to be fiee! 

And in the vain attempt awoke. 
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I started np; lliat meraaga sent 

Swift to thy hall, without diflguise. 
In vain! the waming was unheard; 

And Jesos Buffers, bleeds, and dies! 
Bat see this daikness gathering round ! 

Yon dead ones bursting Ihrqugh the sod ! 
Oj wretched man, my dream toas true I 

You've crucified the Son of God ! 
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THE BROKEN GUITAR.— A DREAM. 

Twas the twilight hour, and the sunny ray 
From the sky had faded and passed away ; 
I had watched it long, 'till I saw no trace 
Of the sparkling robe in that sunny place ; 
And the only thing I could now descry. 
Was a mantle of shadows flung o'er the sky. 
Then my thoughts grew sad as I looked around. 
The darkness each moment was growing profound ; 
So to banish each gloomy thought afar, 
I touched the low strings of my light guitar. 
How cheering to me was each soft, sweet note. 
The music like magic around did float ! 
But hark ! O, what means itt that thrilling jar! 
A string has broke loose in my loved guitar. 
And as by my hand it was liVen apart, 
A sigh seemed to rise from the instrument's heart 
Then my thoughts grew sad, as I o'er it bent, 
And gazed at the string, that my hand had rent ; 
While the moments fled, and amid the gleams 
Of fanej, I roved to the land of dreams. 
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I sat at a wiadow when daylight diee. 

Gazing up at each glittering star. 
Till a low sob of angaish, and half gtifled nghs. 

Seemed to rise from my broken guitar. 
Me thought as I gazed the room filled with light, 

And I heard a faint rustling of wings, 
Then from the guitar rose a beautiful Sprite, 

And stood on the unbroken strings. 

'Twas a tiny maid,— but her joys seemed brief. 

For tears filled her lovely blue eyes. 
While her gossamer wings were drooping with grief. 

And her bosom was heaving with sighs. 
She raised the string that had broken in two. 

And kissed it again and again ; 
Then wept, with her fiiir face half hid from my view. 

While her heart seemed near bursting with pain. 

Then I heard a low and tinkling knell. 

From a violin's quivering strings ; 
When a lady arose, with a golden beU, 

Which a signal gave as she rings. 
Ring, ling, ring, — and an <dd man came 

From an oigan that stood by the wall ; 
Ring, ring, ring,— and an aged dame 

From the piano foite eame at the oaH 
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Bing, ring, lingr-trnd a fair haired boy 

Leaped oat of a liandy flate; 
Ring, ring, ring, — and a babe widi joy 

Danced forth from the heart of a lute; 
Ring, ring, ring,— and inddioat any strife^ 

A being appeared from all ; 
Btea Jewi harp and drom^ bog^e^ WpP^« ^^ ^> 

Had some one to answer tiie eaU 

Then the lady spoke, bnt Iier wordii were brief, 

Aa ahe ceased ^e bell to ring : 
''My friends, oor sister is phmged in giief. 

For a mortal hath broken her string. 
I have called yon here with my golden bdl. 

The broken string to view; 
Let the ladieil approach and examine it well. 

Then teH if diey aq;fat can do.^ 

Then each lady, both old and yomig, drew lugfa. 

Bat seemed not a moment to stay; - 
Then old men and children in timx glided by. 

Looking at it, then paseling away. 
Then <hey shook their heads, for they naaght conld telL 

To repair <he Fay's broken string ; 
While the lady arose, and again the bell 

Pealed forth its few mosical ring. 
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Ring, ring, ring ! " Let every joang man 

In the conntiy, no matter how far^ 
Appear in an hoar to do all he can, 

To repair our poor sister's guitar ; 
And the one that succeeds in repairing the string. 

And reviving each musical strain. 
So the songs that she loves, from its heart she can bring. 

As his bride our fair sister shall claim/' 



The hour had passed; and again drew nigh 

A concourse of forms from afar; 
While every one gazed with a pitiful eye. 

On the Fay of the broken guitar. 
Full many a noble youth was there. 

Who, eager to win the prize. 
Would rush to the string with a hopeful air, 

But return with desponding sighs. 

Until every youth in that countless band. 

Arrayed in his holiday dress. 
Had attempted the task, with a trembling hand^ 

But alas! without any success. 
Th^n a saddled look I could see on all. 

As the last of the train had done. 
While nothing was heard in that well filled haD, 

Save the sobs of the hdart stricken one. 
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Bat listen f a harp that was standing hy, 

Half hid in the shadows away, 
Unseen pr nnnotieed by every eye, 

Now struck np a eheerful lay. 
The melody eeased. A stinness fell 

On the band Ihat were trembling with ^ht; 
And then, in the midst of the silent spellj 

A stranger arose to their sight 



A snowy plmne in his cap had place, 

Which waved o'ot his forehead high. 
While his playful smile, and his manly grace, 

Soon banished all fear from each eye. 
He raised the string that had broken in two. 

When he reached the poor maiden's guitar. 
Then breathed on it once, when together it flew, 

And nothing its music could mar. 



No thought can equal the Fa/s delight, 
As she practiced each well known lay ; 

Then giving her hand to the skillful Knight, 
Amid music they glided away. 

• • • • 

Ring, ling, ring, — ^the well known knell 
Seemed to gladden my ears again ; 
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H^en fliere came «t tba oall tf ti» goUen Ml, 

A priest and a bHdal tma^ 
Hm mairiage towb woro die n«it tbing^ heard, 

And tbe lady and kniglit wete one; 
For a moment the air aMimnd If mam atiRedi 

And tbene^rit.alLfliietmn ware gcme. 



I itarted again and found with soiprise. 
That noAdng but dumber had opened my eyes; 
It was bat in my dreams I had rambled so £ir. 
As to visit the Faj^ot my broken goitar. 



THE BUTTERFLrS SONG. 



I am eomoj I am eome^ vnttt die balmy taring, 
Beaiing beantifbl tints on my goflsamer wing. 
I fly nnhanned over vaUey and lea. 
And often ghre chase to the bird apd the bee. 
I q;)eed with delight to the garden bowers, ^ 
To breathe the perfhme of the fragrant flowefs. 
I tany awhile where the jessamine grows. 
And whisper love songs to the lily and rose. 



I kiss the sweet Hps of tfae.fiur bine beD, 

And a flattering tale to the violets tell; 

I &n with my wings the anemone rare. 

And Be on the breast of the snow-drop so iair; 

I bathe nnseen, at an eariy honr. 

In the dew drops I find, in the enp of a flower. 

Then I diy my whigs as I ride on the breeae, 

Far over tiie heads of the flowers and trees. 
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When I rise in the morning m j toilet I make, 
A hnbUe, my ghaa, which I find on the kke^ 
And then^ when arrajed to the best of my powers^ 
I make my repast on the nectar of flowers. 
I sport with the smibeams, those beaatiful things. 
And mimic the hum of the bee vnik my wings; 
And then, when night shadows steal over the sky. 
In the heart of a floweret in safety I lie. 
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CONTENTMENT.— A FAIRY TALE. 



** Race of the rainbow wing, the deep blae eje^ 
Whose palace was the bosom of a flower. 
Who rode upon the breathing of a rose, 
Drank from the harebell, made the moon qneen 
Of their gay revels, and whose trumpets were 
The pink veined honey suckle, and who rode 
Upon the summer butterfly, who slept. 
Lulled in the sweetness of the violef s leaves, 
Where are ye now!" — Ladjfs Bock. 

'Twas a warm pleasant night in the season of spring. 
When there stood on a lily a beautiful thing ! 
rTwas a £ury form, and the lay she sung. 
Told from a heart of contentment it sprung. 

THS FAIBT's SONO. 

In the fairy realm not one I see. 

Fay, Sprite, or merry Elf, 
Or Naiad in yon moonlit sea^ 

So happy as myself. 
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A Ifly's heart I make my home, 

Hid in ita folda I lie. 
While aejdijra lightly o'er me roam, 

To chant my lullaby. 



The erescent on my yonthM brow. 

Is fonned of dew drops fair; 
The breath of lowers floats round me now. 

Borne from seme wild parterre. 

My pathiis paved with bads and flowers, 

When o^er the earth I fly, — 
My coaeh,4i leaf from Flora's bowers. 

And iny steed a Fire Fly. 



I cnll'd the down from a wild bird's crest, 
And a beantiM wand I made. 

While it caroled on, when I sank to rest, 
Screened by my lily's diade. 



^y robe is formed of j^wcla bii^^ 

With tiola of every dye, 
Caaght from the cloods of airare 8gH 

That passes qoicUy by. 



COZfTBinRMaNT.— 4l waimx taub. §7 

Of a life of jay modliope I am aoie. 
Then why dumld J wlih to loamt 

For I M no harm, as I lie aeennb 
Hid in my lily-horn^* 



Oh! in die fairy joalm not one J fee, 
Fay, Sprite^ or merry E3^ 

Or Nfiad in yon moonlit sea, 
Asbajipy aamyseUl 



&Pke ceiuMd her hy, and then sank to sleep, 

A beantiihl |;em, in her floral retreat ; 

While the song she had song, her own sweet lay« 

By a summer breeze was borne swifUy away, 

And when it had passed, its last sweet strain^ 

By an echo, was bronght to onr ears i^gion. 

At length it had j;one, and all w«s stS, 

Not even a lipple disturbed the rill. 

Not a sigh from4ibe leaves of 4be tnees was heard. 

Not a lay burst forth from each caroling bird. 

While the flowerets in awe^ did their petals enclose, 

J[4est (hiy broke the depth of that deep repose; 

Not a Sfffisy from the sea, not a dew-drop fdl. 

To mar Ibe lei^ of that fairy spelL 

For awhile this lasted, then over the aea» 
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Came a burst of magic minstreky ; 

Then there bounded to view o'er the waters light, 

A boat, with the minstrel, an ocean Sprite. 

The tiny bark was with pearls inlaid. 

The seats of crystal were richly made, 

The oars were bronght from a coral cave. 

To bear the bark o'er &e foaming wave ; 

And on it sped o'er &e pathless sea, 

While the minstrel poured forth her melody. 

Oh, £Eur was the Nymph, as she glided by. 

There was a mischievions look in the glance of her eye. 

And methou^t there was mirth on her brow so hir. 

As she braided sea gems with the curls of her hair; 

And when the light boat floated nearer the land. 

She shook off the curls with her tiny white hand. 

And waving her wand which of rubies was made. 

The beautiful bark in its wild course she stayed. 

" Bold Fairy come forth," she half laughingly cried. 

As she raised up her hand vidth a well mimic'd pride ; 

Then swifUy the flow'ret its petals withdrew. 

And the Fay of the Hly lay tremblihg in view. 

'* Melhinks thou wert bold in thy song, merry Elf, 

When saying, that none were so gay as yourself; 

Yon ! who ride upon naught but the leaves of a bower, 

And having no home but Ae cnp of some flower! 

Ton possess neither riches, distinction, or mfgh^ 

Th& why are your spirits so merry and light! 
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For your pamdunent now, joa with dm mii8t stray 
To ibe court of King Neptune, away! away I" 
And lifting the Fay to her tiny boat. 
She Bdzed the oan, and away they float; 
And as onward they sped o'er the foamkig sea. 
She breathed to her late tbia wiU melody : 



Far, ftr in the cayes of the deep blae sea. 

On corals and pearls I rest, 
While my goardian sore, my canopy. 

Is the sea, widi its snow white crest 
Oh, happy am I— oh, happy am I, 
As down in the depths of the sea I lie! 



The wild waves above me are singing their lay. 

Their music I constantly hear ! 
I twine my hair with the ocean's spray. 

And play with the gems that are near. 
O, merrily passes &e time with me. 
In the deptiis of the sea— in the depths of the sea. 
\ 

fibe ceased her lay, and the tiny hefan 
She stayed in the midst of King Neptone's reahn; 
Then leading the way throogh the [Mdace of light, 
fOie brought mito Neptone the trembling Sprite, 
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A»d tttUkig ibe otte in lier ««ni emet wigr. 
She badeiiim pumah fee boMtifg Kay. 
Methooght a smile I could oeadgr desoijy 
Though a tear-drop ||t6anMd>m hii4eep daik^eje^ 
As he ibade Imt Imesl on a CMhion of feails» 
And a coronet placed *wki her beantifiil coils. 
''Tis a token of praise which I give nnto thee, 
For Ihe heart of contentment diat in diee I see! 
Be alwajs contented; wiieraver yon roam, 
Breathe never one sigh for a wealAier home. 
May it erer be thos, akhoogh lowly yoor lot, 
May diat smfie of contentment he never foigott 
I will think of it also, wherever I dweD; 
And now gentle Fairy, fiirewell, £ue Aee well T 
He ceased! and the Nymph diat had taken her tfaero, 
Tranqported her back to her lily home bk. 
Where she revels unharmed in (he fairest of boweiiy 
Making her home in the hearts of Ihe flowers; 
There cheerM and happy she warUes her lay« 
The same merry El^ die same innocent Fay. 
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THE CAGED BIRD« LAMENT. 

0, tell me vrbj kit thatliere I nmat stay^ 
Shni up in tbU cage on this besotifal daj^ 
O, yrbai haye I don% tibat I always tQoelbe 
A prisoner kept, iiiAen I long to be fi!eet 

In deqmir I have tried every means in my power, 
To escape and be feee, if for only an hour; 
I have struggled to bend the hard bars to my will, 
But it all is in vaini Fm a prisoner stiU! 

I long to speed hence to my own green wood now. 
Or to wing my swift ffight to some fiir mountain brow ; 
But I cannot! I cannot! I never can be 
Numbered again widi the joyftd and free! 

When ^y flnfr put me here, I was fiUfld wilfa dtll|^, 
For die obleols around tarn were new to my aglit; 
But of easb I giew w eary, and soon poised my wfag^ 
To lIy*off IB seneh'of more beaitifiil thii^ 
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Bat ah! what a pang I felt thrill through my hearty 
When I found through &e wires I could not depart 
Let me flutter or struggle, it all was the same. 
Those cold bars ^ere there, and I, too, must remain. 



At length the sweet voice of a fan* child I heard. 
Who had come to rejoice o'er her beautiful bird. 
And mj hopes rose again, for mj wrongs I would tell. 
And then bid mj prison a jojful farewelL 



With a low trembling voice I began the sad tale, 
I told of the mountain, the meadow, the vale. 
Of the wild forest trees where I often would stay 
To carol my songs, 'ere I passed on my way. 

I spoke of each scene that I ever diought £Eur, 
Of each bower I loved, and the nest of my care. 
Of the long cherished playmates awaitmg for me. 
Then begged her to set die poor captive Inrd free. 



Whmi I ended my story, I looked in her face. 
To read the compassion, I there sought to trace ; 
But she joyfully cried, 'ere the last note was done, 
*' Oh, mother, dear mother, how sweetly he sung !" 
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Then I screamed in my angnish, F shrieked in despair, 
For I knew that my home must forever be there ! 
To my ugliest noises she still would exclaim, 
" What a soul stirring trill ! what an exquisite strain !" 

^e brings me choice'food, the sad hours to beguile. 
And always comes near me, with chirrup and smile ; 
She loves, ah yes! worships, the poor little thing. 
And imagines me happy because I can sing. 

Ah ! little she thinks that each note soft and low. 
Is a new thought of anguish, a new pang of woe ! 
That what she admires and seeks to prolong. 
Is my heart gushing forHi with each new burst of song. 

Long years haye I lain here, heart strick'n with grief, 
With nothing to cheer me, no hope of relief. 
Without even a glance at the beautiful sky. 
Longing in vain to be free, or to die. 

I pine, oh ! I pine for my forest-home still. 
For the mountain, the valley, the garden, the hill ! 
To speed with my loved mates far over the sea: 
Oh, God ! for one moment to feel myself free ! 
October 20lh, 1846. 
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NE irOUBLIEZ PAa 

Whea frieiidi you love, ^th smiling &ce, 
Claim in yonr heut a reBtiDg jdaoe^ 
Oh ! let a comer still remain. 
For one who even loves thy name ! 
Ne m'onbliex pas. 



When those Ihat ohee yon tmsled, prbJB 
Unworthy of your tender love. 
And when yon sigh and feel bereft^ 
That yo« without a friend are left, 
Ne m'oublies i 



When sanny scenes all disappear, 
When sighs are hoard, when starts ibt teir, 
Let thoughts of me thy bosom fill, 
Who loved Aee ouoe! vAso Isfves iiief stiB^t 
Ne rn'ouUeoB paa 
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THE AUTUMN SONG OF THE FLOWERS. 



The automDy fhe aatumn, is passing away. 
And cold winter wiQ shortly be here, 

When the beaatiftd robes that we each wear to-day. 
Will be withered, and faded, and sere: 

Then linger no longer, bid each one good bye, 

To the ground let ns fly ! to the ground let us fly I 



Then the cold winds above ns may howl if they will, 
And the snow wreaths fall thickly around. 

Yet we may lie happy, and peaceful, and still. 
In our snug little home in the ground. 

Then come, gentle sisters, no longer dday. 

But let us away! ah, yes! let us away! 



When down in our winter home, safely we lie. 

With no one to mark our retreat, 

Though Jack Frost should eachmominggostealdiilyby. 

Some poor little floweret to meet,— 
8 
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Hid deep in the groond^ we may laugh in onr glee, 
For in safely are we! oh, in safely are we ! 



And when the cold doads shall have passed from the 
skies, 

And the snow crowns have taken their flight, 
Fh>m onr wintry retreat we will quickly arise. 

Clad in robes fiir more fresh to the s^ht; 
Then come, gentle flowerets, no longer delay, 
Bat let ns away! oh, yes! let as away! 
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THE ROWERa 

W« ktd beM ovt «pM a |iie-iie,«i a dflUgiiCM «ftinMM, whM im Um gl«t 
«f tlM BMOMat, a puty of «• jomf fMi itole away Aom tiM oompaay, aad 
MtaiiBf the Httl« 10 w boat tfut bad t»ioa^t M to tlM •iK>t» we mirtd oonthrw 
aiiwd the laigo and beantifiil lako. It wm wbilo daibiaf oror tbe dear. 
Mat wat«i, with aa oar in ny basd, that the foOowiof Ubm wort eompoMd. 



Menflj! ah! menilj, 

See, how swiSLj now we float, 
Boondiog oW the lake so fi!ee, 

In our tiny boat 
See the hafipj £Mes now! 
Smfles are wreathing every brow! 
Hearts are beating joyoody, 
Keeping time, blue wayes, with thee ; 
Widi thee, with thee. 
Keeping time with thee. 



Hnah! feir rowera, stay yonr oar! 

Listen to tiiat song so light; 
There! we hear it now once more. 

It is some water Sprite! 
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It has ceased! now onwanl glide, 
Ohy how gaily now we ride! 
Roweniy ply your oars with glee. 
And sing some gentle lay with me ; 

With me, with me. 
And sing some lay with me. 



Dip Ihe oaa in swiftly now, 

Let ns feel the Mhig spray; 
Seatter it npon onr brow, 
. As we dash away. 
Horrah! hurrah! how swift we got 
How well I lo?8 this mag^ row. 
Our bonny boat, die wattrs bfaiei 
And onr merry hearted erew! 

Onr erew, our erewl 
And cor meny orew. 
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THE ANGEL'S TEAR. 



It was a lartij hour! 
The golden aim was anking hiet, to rart in peaoe 
Whfain the bosom of the sky. Yet 'ere it passed, 
It kindly shed a splendid beam on ail arovnd. 
As if to giye a joyful tone to its fareweH 
Twas at this hoiv that I had quickly hied to view 
My &Torite retreat U was a sonny i^t ! 
Stretching before me, lay in iq^arkiing brightness fiur. 
The sifarery bosom of a lake. The tiny waveSi 
Asthey bounded on, would sometinieshddstrangersrels 
WtSi the flowersy that grew profiisdy on their banks. 
Now catching them in glee, as if to bear them faeneSi 
Then dashing them with water, bounding on in wgortf 
While many a sweet laugh would seem to illl the air; 
Then again, when a willow^s bough woidd o'er it bend. 
As ff to read its thoiq^ts, 'twould ^nnge it qwrtfrely 
De^ within its bosom, Aen shout widi meny mirdi, 
To see the dazzling spray, £di in tiny glebdes^ 
As it arose from out the strange baptismal font. 
Often have I gaaed, almost entranced, upon il^ 
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Iditening with wild deOg^t^ and half imaginiog 
Tliat &ir Apollo's sprites were haviog a soiree 
' Within eadi babbte, so melodious were the sounds 
That stole fiom thence to thrill the listener's heart 
How much beaut J, too^ I marked upon the banks 
Of that £Eur stream. The trees^ each spear of grass, 

were robed 
In loyelj garments such as worn in Paradise. 
Flowers of eyery hue, were nodding all aromid. 
Seeming like stars peering from a sky of green, 
Among diem I conld see Viola's love-lit eye, 
And sweet Claytonia's smile ; while fair Clematis^ 
With hei pore snowy brow, tenderly embraces 
Yonder elm, {heading it to banish &at stem frown. 
1 wa« mchanted with a spot so biry Vker, 
And threw myself npon a mossy bank, to scan- 
The lovely pictore : when suddenly I spied 
Close where I lay, a bed ef white anemone^ 
.My &voiile floweis;. and.as I eWene bent, 
I marked a dew-drop nestlkig> in its bosom. 
Long I gfoed upon i^ thinking oi its history. 
Wondering whence it eame, and how it was composed, 
mil mid my wise reflections^ my eyelids drooped. 
And by the dfiWi»drop, and the flower, the thinker slept^ 
And in my sleep I dreamed. 

1 had a view oi Heavenl 
Long had I gaeed upon a silvery doiid ^ 
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That spanned the sky, when saddenly it parted^ 
Revealing to my eager sight a startling scene. 
Upon a sapphire throne I saw the King of kings. 
With his beloYod Son. Upon the noble brow 
Of Him who roles the universe, there sat a crown ! 
Gems fonned this diadem, too dazzling to the sight 
AngdSy too, were floating o'er the courts of heaven. 
Drawing from their goMen htirps a bnrst of music, 
niKog the air above, and reaching where I stood. 
But suddenly it ceased ! each gentle note was hushed, 
And gasi^ round, I saw an angel drawing near; 
Her snowy robe drooped in wavy folds around her. 
While a shower of goMen curb fell from her brow 
In glittering masses, o'er her pure white neck. 
But wen I marked the eye, sodbeply, darkly blue. 
That seemed to steal its shade horn the violef s heart 
As she approached the throne, the Saviour smiled. 
Then placed his hand upon her sunny curls, and said, 
''And so you came, fiur truant; at my summons. 
Without delay. I have a mission for thee now ! 
Speed, then, to yonder worlds and on this taUet bring 
A wikten record of one heart now beating there. 
Each^ught, each fideling, frd&fully portray for me ; 
My tablet Mercy, now I place in thy pure hands. 
Write on its snowy surface with Truth's beamy pen, 
And Charity's sweet sfnrit; angel away! away T 
I saw the bright one torn, and heard the £eurewell song 
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Breathed by the buiidj band, to cheer their comrade^s 

flight 
With anzioag eyes I watched her snowy form descend^ 
But started when I saw her stay her wing to write^ 
Above my favorite retreat, my summer haunt! 
I saw her pen my thoughts^ and marked the happy 

smile 
That tremUed on her lips grow dim^ then disappear, 
Wh3e to her lovely eye a tear drop came and fell. 
But as it dropped, a roving ze[^yr« passing by. 
Spied the tiny gem, and caught it on its wing. 
Then turning, hid the treasured tear within the cup. 
That chalice dashed with silver of my anemone. 
Meanwhile the record of a heart was finished. 
And the angel stood again before the sapphire throne. 
And as she read the tale, I heard the mournful strains 
Breathed by the spirit choir ; 'ere it ceased, 
The clouds rolled o'er the scene and I could seenomore, 
Or hear aught, save the song. 

I started fix>m my sleep; 
Above me, on a willow's droofHug bough, I saw 
The oriole's glittering plumage, while its song 
Filled all the grove with melody. Nothing was near 
To whisper of the vision, save when I gazed 
Upon my floral fiiend, and saw the airy dew-drop ; 
Then, in that tiny visitor, I recognized 
The angel's tear. 
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THE ORPHAN BOT. 

Tht MIowiaf Umi wtn written upon iMdiif u aooonntof Uie loMoftka 
UmOM *'Aamdo," which oonUintd the tenobiH itory of « little bey 
whealoMWMMved AoBtbewraek,oQtof efknilyoftfVM. Thwatthe 
age ef twelve jeui, WM this little orphu eeOed to BMWB the le« efhii ftth- 
er wd Bother, two mten ead two biothen, ell taken fiom him by one Ihtal 
itMlse. When teld that his whole faauly had perished with the wieek, he «- 
olaNwd, in aeeets of the wildest grief, ** Oh. take sm and tfaiowsM into the 
tea, that I BMj diowB with vy father and mother, Bay biothen and siilea !*' 



All gone! all gone! I feel it now; 

Death claimed my dear ones for his own ; 
And moat I then aubmissiye bow. 

Though left to weep here all alone f 
AU gone ! not one with me to sigh. 
Then let me die! oh, let me die! 



I gtmggle to be calm and pray. 
Yet, oh, it cannot, cannot be! 

Those white waves beckon me away; 
Hark! listen to them calling me, 

I cannot bear this weight of woe. 

Then let me go! oh, let me go! 
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Father, my own dear father yet, 
I loYe to think of thee too weB; 

Thy smile I never can forget. 

Although the waters o V thee swell ; 

Say, fiUher, was not God nn&ind^ 

In leaving thy poor boy behind? 



Mother, I cannot say adien, 
I only grieve, and weep, and sigh; 

Then come and take yonr darling, too,— 
With thee, 'twere even bliss to <fie t 

Ah, draw me in the foaming sea. 

And let me breathe my kst with thee. 

Sisters, sweet sisters, now yon rest 
In peace, — yonr winding sheet the wave ; 

Wonld I might dasp yon to my breast. 
And share yonr Towiy crested g^^ve I 

Oh, let me die with those I love. 

And live with them in realms abov«» 

Brothers, loved brothers, is it true 
* That we will never meet again t 
Alas! were I but sleeping, too. 
With you beneath the angiy main! 



THB OXPHAN 807. 115 



lliose wild wftves will be dear to me^ 
Smee all I love are in the sea. 



Ok, God! 18 there no heart to hear 
The orphan's lonely, friendless cry f 

No hand to wipe away the tear. 
Or soothe each low and monmfiil si§^t 

Not one to throw me on the wave. 

That I may share my dear ones^gravet 

AH gone! all gone! not one heart left 
To beat reqionsive to my own; 

h one short hour of all bereft,, 
And left to wander on alone! 

Death claimed the ones I loved so tmev 

WoqU it might take the orphan tool 
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"0 GOD, BE NOT FAR FROM ME." 



Be widi me ifiMn 
My heart is light! When hope hath flung 
ItB magio apdl o'er a heart sdll young. 
Weaving the future a robe of joy. 
When Ihe dreami of youth shall my heart employ,— 

Be with me then. 



Bemdime when 
My heart is aadl When love's bright day. 
With its hours of hope, shall Bave passed away ; 
Whra the low sweet tone and the love-lit eye 
Aie numbered with things long since passed by,-* 

Be with me then. 



Be vnth me when 
A lonely sigh fix>m my heart will swell. 
When a tear its story of grief will tell; 
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Wh^ each dionglit that flashes across my mind^ 
In passing will leave a new pang behindi— - 
Be with me then. 



Be with me when 
My wounded heart seeks relief in prayer; 
When I lay at Thy feet each wish, each care! 
Ohy when with each faial to Thee I come, 
Teach me to mormnr ''Thy will be doneP-^ 

Be with me then. 



Be with me when 
I bid fiireweU to the things of earthy 
To its scenes of sorrow, its scenes of mirth ; 
When the heart is still, and the form grows cold. 
When dealh and die grave shall my being enfold,- 

Be wilh me then. 

Be with me when 
I joomej on to a world unknown. 
Oil, leave me not then to enter alone! 
But be with me sliU, to show me the way 
To the realms of peace and of endless day,— * 

Be with me then* 
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THE LITTLE BOT AND HIS WIND ANGELS. 

Mamma, mamma, ob, come and see 

The angels kiss the flowers ! 
I heard them as I chased a bee 

Among the orange bowers. 

He flowerets do not like it, ma, 

They think it impolite, — 
Some of the pretty things wonld Unsh, 

And some tmnod strangely white. 

What fimny things those -angels are, 

That BpoTi among the bowers, 
For I coold hear them laugh in glee. 

While talking to the flowers. 

Mamma, I tbonght it very strange. 

So bent my little head 
To listen to the preiJtj things 

Those lovely angels said. 
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I did not know a siiigle woid^ 

They talked so low and sweet; 
I wonder \iriiere the angels live. 

And where they learned to speak ! 

The flow'rets seemed to understand 

All that I conld not do. 
For I covld see them shake their heads. 

And sometimes nod them, too. 

Those angels are as happy, Ma, 

As yon and I can be; 
Jost listen ! how they {day and sing. 

And whistle in their glee. 

Hey most have liked to kiss the flowers. 

And whisper to them, too ! 
I wish I were an angel. Ma, 

Todoasdiey cando! 
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TO A CLOUD. 



Cloud of the azure hue ! beautifbl thing! 

With thy rose-tinted brow^ and thy gossamer ^fdng! 

Ohy why art tfaon smiling so sweetly on high, 

Treadmg so lightly the paths of the dcyf 

Oh, sweet are the thoughts that thy presence hath given. 

My own gentle visitor ! daughter of H^veo i 

Child of the summer sky ! wanderer dear! 
Oh, why is thy home in so lofty a sphere! 
Are yon pkced in yon Heaven, sweet rover, to b# 
A Teil to some picture Aat we may not sect 
O, splendid the vision must be to bdiold^ 
When even its veil is of azure and gold! 

Queen of the courts above! crimson tipped cloud! 
Thou hast folded the sky in a tissue-like shroud ; 
Thy light fairy wings, like a banner unfurled, 
Are stretched as a canopy over tiie woild; 
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And tfaere^ as an angel goard, long may ye rest. 
Cloudy with thy airy form! gem of the blest! 



Delicate thing ! in yon pathway of light. 
Ton were placed as a symbol of scenes far more bright ; 
O, a comforting thought to my bosom is given, 
Tliat yon beautiful cloud is the margin of Heaven ! 
And if we would enter the '' mansions'' on high. 
Through the portal of clouds our young spirits mvst fly. 

Cloud of our spirit home ! emUem ^f love ! 
When I gaze on thy airy form, stationed above, 
I feel my heart throb with an inward delight. 
That we are permitted to welcome the sight; 
And long would I love in oommuqion to be. 
Beautiful cbnd ! with my own thoughts. and thee. 
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JUDAS. 

The morning son was rolling in his car 

Of golden light, across a soft blue sky, 

Shedding his streaming flood of sunbeams down 

Upon an eastern cily. JemsaJem 

Seemed bathed in beauty! On the turrets now ^ 

^e sunshine jdayed, then to the battlements 

It stole, witb briUiant gleam, and danced awhile. 

Then gliding on, it lit the temple's roof 

Of gold, widi a bright gush of dazzling light, 

Too tnight for eyes to rest upon ; while the tails. 

Flowered with silver, gold and purple, seemed 

Alive with beauty; then the pillars high. 

Festooned with gold, and vines, and grapes, so biigbt. 

Seemed all a mass of sunlight 

At this hour 
A man was seen to leave the Judgment Hall, 
Where Jesus had been doomed to die, and mdi 
With furious speed on to the temple; 
Nor paused he in his headlong speed to scan 
The peerless glory of die scene; but on 
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He went, until wUfain the conrts he fi^ed 

Chief priests and eldem Then with gestures wild. 

And frantie looks, he proffered to their toaeh 

Thirty small bits of silver; bat despair 

Rushed to his face, as thej refused to take 

The boniing lucre; then distractedlj 

He datched the coins, and wildly plead anew : — 

Chief priests and elders^ hear my anxious prayer ! 

O, take tbese coins which I would fain return. 
Take them, and save me from the pangs I bear; 

My vitals now they wither, scorch, and bum. 
That paltry sum I would not handle more. 
So add them to your store. 

You do not touch the poins! Teteldenslay! 

Let me confess what fills me with alann: 
A guildess man I did for gain betray! 

A holy, gentle One, who did no harm! 
Let me declare, while I my sin repent^ 
Jesus is innocent 

They turn away! ''See thou to that,** they cry; 

Great God! those careless words have sealed his fate. 
The mereiAil, the good, die pure, must die. 

While I, accursed wielch, wpenki loo late! 
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His blood is on my soul! and 4mthing pain 
Stings under each dark stain. 

Hush ! hark ! ivhat mean Ihose ciiouts that ffil the idr ! 

Hist! 'tis the babble gloating o'er their prey ; 
And / this deed have done I Despahr ! despair ! 

What shall I db toUbt my guilt away! 
I am too foul to Hve ! unfit to die ! 
And yet fc^ deadi I sigh. 

Was it a man that did this deed of shamet 
A man with powers to think, to feel, to know! 

No I when I sold my Master, I became 
A fiend, aye, worse, a demon left below ! 

A devil's Upas poison now I bear, 
'My br^aiSi pollutes the air! 

Hence! hence! I cannot live! I will not bear 
This load of gmlt that <m my soul doth lie. 

Great God! I dare not longer breathe thy air. 
Or cumber earth ; then let me haste to die. 

Shout on, yon rabble, for your shouts become 
Meet doges for my tomb. 

Then dashing doi;m the silver on the floor 
Of polished marble, with a fitmtic speed 
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He deared die temple, and ran madly on. 
Leaving the cily with its crowded streets ; 
Nor paused he once, until without the walls 
He sought a grove, where, on a cedar's branch. 
He hanged himsd^ 

So, sinner, pause and hear! 
Hast diou, like Judas, let a love of gain 
Creqp in thy heart, enveloping thy soul 
In sb's dark mantle? Then repent this hour ; 
But not like Judas viith despair repent. 
But hoping still, oh! bring thy laden heart 
To Jesus. At His cross, His flowing blood 
Will heal thy wounds, and wash each stain away. 
In Satan's paths no longer walk. Come now. 
Lest death approach, and it becomes too late. 
Or fell temptations lead thee on, still on, 
And with surprise you sink in death, without 
A hope, a pr^er, a Saviour, or a Heaven. 
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THET CALL HE LIGHT HEARTED. 



They tiunk I am happjf ah, Utde ffaey draam. 
That my Bpinis are not all as gay as they seem; 
lliey tlunk that the smiles wfaieh my lips always wear. 
Hides a heart free from aogniflh, a soul free from oare , 
Tes, they call me light hearted, yet litQe they know; 
Underneath each gay smile^ lies a foantain of woe. 



None think of the sorrow a Hght jest may hide! 
None dream of the grief that is shadowed by pride! 
Ah, little they know that eadi hragfa which they hd&r. 
Is breathed, bat to smoAer a s^ and a tear. 
They call me Sght hearted, but nerer ean teQ 
How a Uimighi wffl engulf me m grief tte a WfdlL 

They goess not the strogg^ it cost me to make 
A l^ht hearted spring for each step that I take f 
They know not the pangs that it gives me to wear 
A ffiane^ in my eye, ^t w31 seem free from ears! 
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They tiunk I am happy! ah, may they ne'er feel 
One half of the anguish my heart coold reveal 

O, weold diat the past conld be washed ont by team, 
Thai a ^|^ conld nndo all the angnish of years! 
From the onp of foigetfolness would I might drink. 
For I wish of the past Ihat I never might think 
Let diem call me light hearted ! yet tears still win start, 
While I pny Ihat one ray may hot M on my heart 
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TO A LEAF FLOATING DOWN A STREAM. 



Beautiful leaf! with tfay green, lovely pinion, 
* Ohy why hast thoa roved from thy home in the tree t 
Did the wind blow too roughly f was the light there 
too piercing t 
Or say, with thy sisters could'st thou not agree? 
Did they bring to thy heart any sorrow or grief, 
Tliat thus thou hast left them, my beautiM leaf t 

Bright gem from the tree tops, m^ heart fills with 
' sadness. 

When I think of your fate as you glide on the rill ; 
Then sport not so lightly, oh, sail not so swifUy, 

For the wavelet, though lovely, is treacherous still ! 
Did the sound of its music seem love lays to thee. 
That thus you have sought it, &ir leaf from the tree t 



.But child of the forest ! m thy home now forsaken. 
The breathing of zephyrs were round thee each day. 
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^BEI fbeir sweet vows were fervent, their love sighs 
were tender. 
While the rose leaves of feeling around thee would 
stay; 
Bat yon turned from them all to the heart of the rill. 
While thy friends in the green boughs all mourn for 
tfwestilL 



Oh! stay, roving wavelet! 'ere onward you glide. 
Let me rescue that leaf from its threatening fiite! 

But I cannot! for it has rushed on with Ihe tide, 
Wilh my pleadings unheard for they all came too late. 

Like die woild thou art fiilse, stream ! and sad feelings 
swell. 

As gem of Ifae tree topi, I Hd thee fareweO. 
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I AM NOT CHANGED. 

Wtitt«ii apoA noBirlag fiam eu tkit dMi, ft ut*, lb ml aT whisk Ub 



I am not changed I it is not so ! 

I feel no change upon me yet 
I am not changed I mjr heart will show 

I cannot all bo soon forget 
I am not changed ! tho' 80on I may. 

Through Borrow, seem more cold and chill ; 
Yet cast each thonght of change away. 

And loTo me BtilL 

Changed ! changed ! oh, no ! it cannot be I 

Though sadoees aita upon my brow. 
Though tearful are the eyes you see. 

The heart hath always been as noWp 
It may be, I waa once more ^y^ 

'Ere Borrow came my smiles to chill j 
Yet cast each thought of change away. 

And love me Btill 
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THE WIFE PARTING WITH HER FAITH. 
LESS HUSBAND. 



Farewell^ fiuvweO! lAxj wH ye longer stayt 

Tib best to psrt, as tho' we had not met! 
We botk are joyless now, bot when away. 

We cease to worship, and will soon forget 
Then leaye me! leave<nel tot my woman's ptid^ 

Without retom, affectien may not girre ; 
Tis better ffans to part, than side by side. 

To die nnlovedy and without loving, lifsu 



Farewell &reweD! I dnA net now beliefe 

Those TO ws, so £uddess, have been breathed before t 
Lore trusted then! it eannot n«w deceive, — 

The heart, once captive, is in diains no i 
The heart once captive, did I say? not so! 

By all my hopes of yonder woild above. 
What once I ftlt for diee, I feel, I know. 

Was &r too transient to be titled lovci 

I 
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FaroweDy farewell! this faithful heart to thee. 

Had given all it now hatih kept behind, 
A world of feeling, and devotion free, 

Had'st thou been tender, or had'st thou been kind. 
Bntnow farewell! it is too late to strive! 

Ton did not prize the gem ! yon would not care ! 
We part! we part! and though long years arrive. 

No woman's love is thine ! no woman's care ! 



Farewell, favewett! n<M- ever dam to dream, 

I still may love tfaaoi stiB may bid thee stay. 
Love! 'tis a i^aniom, tho' ao Mt it seem, 

Aa empty shadow, fading fiut away. 
Think'st thou i loved thee, tn4e& m yean gone by, 

I quaffed the |^all, and you the necli^ sweet t 
Enough! enough! we part withoiy; a s^. 

Part, too, as strangers! and as strangers meet! 

Farewell, fareweft! no team my ^es Aali fill! 

Nd brdcen heart go widi me to the grave! 
This world wffl hold us both; ga whore you will. 

And lead the life yov selishaess may crave! 
But as for me^ U you would know my bt, 

If for n^ fiitare fate yoa have a care. 
Know then, forgettiag, and periutps foigot, 

My life on earth, shall bo a life of prayer. 
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FareweD^ farewell ! but ah^ at mom and even, 

Befora the mercy seat 111 bend the knee. 
And send my wild and piercing cries to heaven. 

For thee! unfaithful one and false, for thee! 
I win not curse thee! no, I will not chide ! 

But I will pray that yon may be forgiven. 
And for the sake of Him who loving died. 

Though fake to me, be true to God and heaven. 
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PLEASURES OF MEMORY. 

I see my homey mj own sweet home. 
Where passed so swift the happj hours; 

The woods, where daily I would roam» 
To cull my favorite flowers. 

The lords sing still the same wild strain. 
They sweetly sang m years gone by; 

I see the bounding stream again, 
I hear its mitanght minstrelsy. 

The violets are still as fair, 

The wild rose hath the same sweet hue, 
Each flower that once received my care. 

Look still as they were wont to do. 

But haik ! that strain which now I hear. 
Whence came it! from some silvan band! 

It fell so sweetly on mine ear, 
Methought it burst from fairy land. 
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But no ! 'twas some sweet blae bird's song. 

That floated gentlj o'er the green ; 
I know the lay so sweetly trilled, 

Altho' the minstrel is nnseen. 



Thoughts of the past come often now. 
To still eaeh sigh, to soothe each care. 

To chase each frown fit>m off my brow. 
That fain wonld love to linger there. 

How sweet to think that day by day^ 
' The scenes that once we loved to see^ 
Tlie friends that long have passed away. 
Once more can live in memory. 



136 



THE SNOW FLAKE AND ARTEMISIA. 

I stood by ike skie of a rose-tmted flower, 
Twas the last ooe that lingerecyii Flora's fair bower. 
For each sweet companion had drooped its young head, 
And now al} around me lay withered and dead. 

As I bent o'er &e floweret so lorely and Uar, 
Though impressed on its brow was a desolate air, 
A beautiful snow-flake robed pordiy in white. 
Looked around to discover on what to alight 

For a moment above the pink flower it played. 
As if to descend, but yet stiU felt afi^d; 
Then seeing the clouds, to escape from a shower. 
The snow flake lay down in the cup of the flower. 

How delighted it felt that no more it need roam. 
The heart of the floweret should now be its home ; 
So it folded its wings in that covert so sweet, 
Rejoiced at possessing so fair a retreat 
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How bright was the snow flake, that beantifal thing ! 
With its pnre crested brow and its gossamer wing ! 
So again I looked down at the visitor (sot, 
But alone stood the flow'ret, no snow flake was there. 



My tears fell anohecked o'er that flake's early doom, 
As I bent o'er the flow'ret thus tamed to a tomb. 
For I thought that perhaps 'ere the close of the day, 
Life^ flower wreathed chain might as soon melt away. 

Oh, a zephyr swift passing might bend its frail stem, 
Though we are joyously crowned with youth's fair 

diadem; 
Like the snow flake that lay in its soft petal'd urn. 
We, too, may be called where we ne'er can return. 
10 
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OH, TALK NOT OF CHANGE. 



Ohy talk not of change ! for xvith life I would part, 
'Ere change for a moment should enter my heart. 
In joy or in sorrow my whole soul shall be 
Devoted for ever and ever to ihee. 

While mingling in form ^with the yenng and the gay, 
Tho' they strive to allure me, my thoughts are away ; 
I turn from the light word, the dance, and the glee. 
For my heart is not there, it is absent with thee. 

And ah! when old age shall have silvered my hair. 
When my soul shall have tasted of trouble and care. 
Though the features may change, and my youth may 

decline. 
Yet still shall my heart remain thine, ever thine. 
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VANiry.— A DAY DREAM. 

Methongfat tbat I wandered ^mid fairy like bowers. 
Admiring the foim of the numerous flowers, — 
While I lingered a moment, 'ere I conld depart, 
Where a butterfly stood on an eglantine's heart. 
And as it paused awhile, 'ere it passed away, 
I imagined I heard the fair visitor say, 
'' I have traveled afar over land and sea, 
And every one gives a kind welcome to me ; 
To some lonely spot let me quiokly repair, 
Tei a tale of my beauty precedes me there. 
O, where can you find a more beautiful thing. 
Than the gossamer dust on the butterfly's vringf 
'' I win tell you where," was tiie murmured reply. 
That arose from a blue bell that stood hard by, 
'' Toa will find it here on my own lovely brow. 
Though that is a trulii you will scarcely allow! 
Or methinks the rose that is burdened virith you. 
Surpasses you far in tiie point in view, 
Altho' Bfr. Vanity vnll not confess, , 
That a soul but Umself has a beautiful dress; 
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But I'll tell you one thing, Sir, though angry you be. 
No sister have I but is fairer than thee/' 
Here indignant Miss Blue Bell exhausted became. 
So paused to take breath 'ere Qf>mmencing again. 
All was still, until near me a slight noise I heard, 
, Like the rustling wings of some caroling bird, 
Mbd turning quite suddenly, what should I see. 
But four tiny creatures, all strangers to me. 
On a dew drop stood one, while another I spied 
On a petal detached from an amaranth's side. 
While a third one looked wise, when the poUen he blew 
From a lily, and made that a resting place, too. 
But one mistshievous boy, for his own couch to be, 
Stole the down from the wing of the butterfly free. 
" We have heard thy dispute," one fair lady said, 
" And to settle the quarrel we hither have sped ; 
Our names you must know, are Red, Blue« Green and 

YeUow, 
(The last in the list is a humorsome feUow !) 
We were filled with surprise, and it must be confessed. 
At hearing the sentiments by you expressed ! 
If beauty and goodness combined yon would see. 
My friends, I must tell you to glance upon me. 
If a sample of virtue yon wish me to show. 
Just look at that rose with its beautiful glow. 
It was I placed it there, and my work you may see 
In each crimson lip'd flower Ihat graces the lea." 
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^' My friends/' here chimed in the young lady, Miss Blue, 

** I, too, have a word I would whisper to you ! 

It was I that painted with exquisite care. 

The dijess that Miss Blue Bell considers so fair. 

I sprinkled the sky with that beautiful blue. 

And traced on the waters that delicate hue ; 

My workmanship see in the rainbow of light, ^k 

Where the print of my p^^ncil is lovely and bright" 

''Hold your tongue, if you can," said Lord Green, in 

a pet, 
'' And know there are some who have not spoken yet ! 
I declare it is strange what makes people such elves. 
They never see beauty in aught but themselves ! 
For my part I do much more good in one day. 
Than you all put together ! whatever you say. 
I give the green coat to the tall forest tree. 
While the robe of the earth is all painted by me ; 
Yon tell of the tints every flow'ret can show. 
Who painted their calyx and stems I would know ? 
Such vain, ngly creatures I never did see. 
You're not company fit for a young lord like me !" ' 
" Well, I do declare you're a nice gallant fellow. 
To speak thus to the ladies!" exclaimed Master Yellow, 
" And were I a man, with my feelings to-night. 
For your impudent boasting a challenge I'd write. 
You say in one day yon do more than us all, 
In justice you're bound, Sir, those words to recall ; 
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Now look at ituki bntterflj o^er (be way, 
Were yellow to leare it, what is it I pray t 
Come, wander widi me to Ihe bright orange bowers, 
And gaze at my ikill on die fruits and die flowenk 
When the trees look green from your toadi, my good 
fellow, 
llpobe them anew in a garment of yeDow. 
So yoa need not boast in that impndeot way. 
For rthink Fm as good as yonrself, any day!" 
Then I raised my eyes, and a silvery shrood 
Floated over the iky in the form of a olond, 
Wh3e a voice from its heart methov^t I could hear, 
. Which mnsie seemed to die list^ier's ear. 
'' Why is it, why is it, tiiat here ye all stay, 
Dispntiog each hoar that passes away t 
Have ye lived so long and are ignonuit alill. 
That ye all most bow to one sovereign will t 
Oh, know ye not then, that a Father of love 
Is sorveymg Hb works from a durone above! 
Ye have all of yon Men in vanity's snare. 
And are vain of die beauties but lent to yonr care; 
While He who created each vision of light, 
Most still gaze unseen at the sorrowM sighf 
I could hear no more, hr die canopy frur. 
That encircled die sky, was no longer there; 
It had passed away a»i bad left no trace 
Of its sSvery veil in diat cbudless plaoe, 
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Where m j eye seemed fixed bj a magic spell^ 
Until aomedung murmured a low farewell. 
And turning, I sought o'er the earth in vain, 
For to me the fiur visitora came not again. 
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LAMENT OF THE SIGHTLESS. 



0, 1 hear them tell of a eanopj fair. 
That stretches its blue wing far up in the air; 
They sa j it is gemmed with the stars of night. 
That sparkle and gleam in the pale moonlight; 
But when I look up aU is darkness to me 

For I cannot see ! I cannot see ! 



I hear of the flowers that around me bloom. 
And my spirit finds joy in their sweet perfume ; 
The rose and the clematis surely are fair, 
For feeling can tell me that beauty is there, 
But those lovely tints are not painted for me, 
For I cannot see ! I cannot see ! 



The zephyr's sweet wing rustiee over me now. 
For I feel its soft breath fan the curls on my brow ; 
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Hark ! it speaks to me^ too^ in its own sweet way, 
0, would I might feel it ^ere passing awaj ! 
I will touch it just once ! but where can it ba f 
O, I cannot see ! I cannot see ! 

The rays of the sun, which they tell me are bright, 
I feel on my cheek, tho' a stranger to sight ; 
While music's low tones gently steal to my ear. 
And while pining to see it I scarcely can hear, 
But music and sunbeams are nothing to me. 

For I cannot see ! I cannot see ! 



The look of affection, how grateful to some. 

And caught from its beams, what fond feelings must 

come; 
O, would that its form could but dawn on my mind. 
But a glance from a loved one is not for the blind. 
Oh, why must this world be all darkness to me t 
Why may I not see? why not see? 

Then is there no joy for the sightless one? Say, 
Must the beauties of earth all unseen pass away ? 
Then I will look up to a bright world above. 
Where all shall be happy and peaceful in love. 
And then from this darkness my eyes shall be fi'ee. 
For there I shall see ! I shall see I 
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THE SONG OF THE WINDS. 



The zepliyr^s life, ah, how freel how finee ! 
Whodier oar wing be oa land or aea, 
Ye Btill may hear the beautifiil ky. 
Breathed by the zephyrs day by day. 
Our voice may be heard 

In the leaflef i Boag, 
Which we make them sing, 
Ab w6 bound along. 



We swiffliy speed to the garden bo wen, 
To snatch the breath of the perfumed flowers ; 
We gather the dew which we quickly spy 
In «ame lily fold as on we fly. 
We bend the fair rose 
On its fm^e etom. 
And scatter the leavefl 
Of each floral geoa* 
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We guiird ihe bird when it henee wonld loar^ 
And qieed its flight to some distant shore ; 
We catch the song that it sweetly sings, 
And hear it off on our friendly wings. 
Oar power is felt 

In the forest wide ; 
Our voice is heard 
By the straanJef t side. 

We speed die ship on the patfdess sea. 
And hold in her sails a jnfailee ; 
Now langiu o g in scorn as on we floaty 
Now breathing again a low sweet note. 
We ride on the waves. 

With the foam we ftiQr, 
And merrily qport 
With ti)8 ocean spoBj. 

Perchance when o^er theisea we Sy, 
A stranger's lone grave may meet our eye ; 
Porcbance when he dept the last long sleep, 
No tear drop fell, there were none to we^t 
What matters it t Still, 
Although none ye see, 
A requiem w3d 
We will breathe o'er fhee. 
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We come^ we come, in die wintry gale, 
When snow crowns rest on hiU and vale ; 
We are there! we are there ! ye know us now. 
As the snow flakes dance on the mountain brow ! 
O, wildly we shriek, 
As we pass away ; 
What causes thee fear. 
Are the winds at play. 

We come ! we come ! in our mirthful glee. 
We rend the branch from the sturdy tree. 
The oak and the elm in their lofty pride. 
Have felt our force as away we ride. 
We speed to the cot. 
On our cheering wings, 
. And visit the homes 
Of lords and kings. ^ 

The wild wind's life ! O, how free ! how fi-ee ! 
Whether we ride on land or sea. 
Ye still may hear the deep chanting song. 
Breathed by the winds as they rush along. 
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THE KISS YOU GAVE WHEN LAST WE MET. 

Written in early youth, to a lady friend, after a long 
eeparation. 



The kiss jon gave when last we met. 
That thrilliDg kiss, I feel it yet ! 
Upon my lips it will remain, 
Throngh joy and sorrow, bBss and pdn ; 
No gift will prove so dear to me. 
As that last token kiss from thee. 



The image of thy form so fair. 
The ring, the curl of silken hair. 
The costly gems yon gave to me, 
I cherish ! for they speak of thee ; 
But ah ! they give not half the bliss. 
Or rapture of that last long kiss. 

Once more in fancy I can press 
Thy hand in youthful tenderness; 
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I see ihine.anns around me steaL 
Thy heart against mj own I feel. 
Our warm lips meet, ah me ! what bliss 
Arises from that long drawn kiss. 



It dwells within my thoughts by day. 

In dreaiffii it wffl not psM away; 

And when long years shall by me steal, 

That parting kiss I still shall feel ; 

Ah, no ! I never can forget 

The kiss you gave when last we met 
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O, LET ME WEEP. 

Ah! chide me not diat sow I weepi 
For tears must flometfmet start ; 

I cannot always smiling keep, 
Widi angoish in my Imirt 

For when I robe my lips in smiles. 

And stroggle to be gay, 
A careless word, a passing glance. 

Can chase those smiles away. 

I sought tahide aU ostward sign 
Of what my heart can feel, 

But ah! the pangs k^ hid so long. 
These team wHl now reveal 

Then chide me not for giving vent 
To grief concealed for years. 

But let me weepi my heart will find 
Relief in nnchecked tears. 
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THE BROKEN HEARTED. 

I am weary ! I am weary ! 

Ohj 1 caa DO longer stay i 
My heart ii not upon those sconea, 

I would 1 were away ! 
The dance, whioh once I loved ao well, 

Now gives me no delight ; 
The music hath no cliaraiB for me^ 

I feel so strange to-night 

r cannot bear this brilliant light I 

It piercea to my &oul ; 
And HE will read, I know he will, 

The love I should control ! 
He scaroe hath leil her side this night> 

(Would, would, I had not come !) 
And then his glance auch volumes tellj 

So full of love hia tone, 

Vm sure my head is bursting nowj 
My heart I know wiU break ! 
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Alas! when from this bitter dream. 

Shall I in peace awake! 
And yet he seems to think that 1 

Am fortone's favored child, — 
He thinks mine is a happy heart, 

Because I am so wild ! 



Ah ! little can he know the pangs 

That rend my sool each day ! 
He little knows the pride that makes 

Me straggle to be gay. 
He does not know, he cannot dream, 

The jest he always hears, 
Is but to hide a breaking heart, 

To check the rising tears ! 



He does not know, he cannot tell. 

The laugh so full of glee. 
The smiles that wreath my lips, could hide 

A heart of agony. 
Tis better thus! I feel it is, 

And to be gay 111 try. 
For oh, he shall not, diall not, know 

That I for him would siirkl 

11^ 
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So I will hie me to the dance^ 

And be the gayest there; 
K 111 sing, and langh^ do an j&ing. 

To hide this deep de^mir. 
Keep back je tears! I will be gay! 

Love bows before ike will ; 
But ah! alas! what meant that pang! 

Peace, peace, my heart, be still! 
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TO 

Thoughts of Ibee^ forever sweet. 

Hover o'er me even yet. 
Though on earth no more vre meet, 

Stai mj heart eonld not forg^ 
When amid the brilliant throng, 

All thaf s beantiM 70a see, 
When joii hear another^s song. 

Do yon ever think of me! 

Oft for Ibee I breaOie a sigh, 

When no other form is near, 
And when darling friends are by. 

Still I [one for one more dear! 
Tell me, do sighs ever pay 

Visits sach as these to thee! 
When alone, or with the gay. 

Do yon ever sigh for met 
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BE KIND TO LITTLE CHILDREN. 

0, be kind to litde children, for tbey need a gentle care. 
To chase away the pains and griefs which even they 

most boar; 
For the crosses that by older ones would not be felt 

at all, 
On the tender hearts of childhood with a thrilling touch 

may faU. 

Oh, well do I remember the grief so strangely wild. 

That an unkind word hath cost me when but a little 
child; 

The angry looks, the very tones, would well remem- 
bered be. 

Long after all foigotten by every one but me. 

I know they told mel was strange! and said that day 

by day. 
My brow would wear a thonghtfulness they could not 

chase away. 
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It maj be 80 ! it may be so ! for oh, how strangelj 

wfld, 
Were the fai^tasies I used to weave when but a little 

child. 



I know I never loved my doll, my h(k>p, my cap and 

The pretty toys they gave me I never loved at all; 
And when the childish game went romid I seldom took 

a share, 
For my heart was made too heavy by the slights it 

had to bear. 



Tet still they say that I was sad, but even that may be. 
For the little crosses that I met were sorry ones to me ; 
Then a little thing would pain me, and tho' years lie 

on my heart, 
A trifle, even now, will cause the burning tears to start 



Tes, be kind to little children, for this world will have 

attest, 
Enough of struggles and of strife, of grief and strange 

unrest! 
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Then do not cloud their in&ncy iinth harshness or 

^th fears. 
When the brightest Hfe w31 not be spent iindiont its 

share of tears. 



O, be kind to Utile children, for thdr lot ye cannot 
know, 

It may be dyed with wretchedness or fraught witb 
deepest woe; 

Perchance when anguish marks the brow where child- 
hood's smiles have been, 

The gende words of bye gone years, may be remem- 
bered dien. 



O, be kind to little chiMr^! Though unheeded kind- 



It may exert an influence you little think or dream! 
A pleading tcme, a cheering wcml, a low and gentle 

voice. 
May save a soul from endless woe and make the heart 

rejoice. 



Ii9 



THE AUTUMN CHANGES. 

The antomn leavef^ die witainn leaTOB, how very fiut 

thejM! 
A few short weeks and then the trees will hare no 

leaves at all! 
The old Catalpa by onr door is brown and faded too, 
I need to watch its dnstoing flowers, and think how 

white ihey grew ; 
I knew M well that it wonld ftde, yet it was hard 

to see 
A thing so beantifbl and dear, change like that good 

old tree. 

I always loved a wommer Aj, die doads so darkly 

blue, — 
A dionsand thonghts of other worlds rise as its form 

Ii^ew; 
Bvt now those asare depdis are gooB, a change is on 

the sky. 
The very donds themselves look cold, and hnrry swift-' 

lyby. 
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Ah ! why are changes sach as these in yonder cloud- 
land made, 
If not to tell me I am frail, and that I, too, must fade ? 



Hush! harki strange voices are around! I hear the 
iKrind's low moans, 

The many colored leaves that fall are sorely autnnm's 
tones! 

The rustling, silky wings of birds, as now they south- 
ward fly. 

The ohangmgshadows of the sun and of the western sky. 

These have then* murmuvv, low and sweet, their words 
of truth and love, 

" Give not thy heart to earthly things, but turn to 
things above.'' 

Fade on ! fade on ! thou changing world ! I will not 

think it strange. 
Though every friend I have grows cold, though all I 

love must change. 
If it but lead my spirit home ! for all my thoughts 

should be 
Linked to my Savior'schangeless throne, and to eternity. 
Change on! change on! Ill even smile at death'slast 

cold alarms. 
If it to Jesus guides me safe, and folds me in His arms. 
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TO A SHELL. 



A bright fsm of the Mt wm thiown at my feet ai I itood by the Mt-side. 
I know not why, bnt ai 1 gaied npon iti snow whito lorfaoe and delicate pink 
lining, and then listened to the mnnnnring of the ocean, sad feelings stole in- 
to my bosom, for I ahnost imagined the sea monmed for its beantifnl shell ; 
bnt when I placed the gem to my ear a low moan seemed to swell from its 
heart, and guided by a sndden impulse, I raised my hand and threw it again 
npon the waters. The cinnmstanoe gave rise to the following lines : 



Bright gem of die sea I O, why art thou come 
As an exile fair from thy sea-girt home ? 
Had you weary grown of its wavy light, 
And thought to discover a world more bright. 
So hither sped on the wavelets free, 
A fugitive child from the gem fill'd sea! 
But hark ! they are mourning for thee, fair shell. 
For I hear them sigh as they say farewelL 



Sweet child of the sea! can you hear unmoved^ 
The sorrowfrd notes of the things once loved ? 
Do you feel no grief when that low, sad sigh 
Comes up from the deep where your playmates lie f 
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No sorrow at leariog a home so free, 

As yon could daim in that wave^^apped sea ! 

list! list! to that reqtdem low and wild, 

Which the wavelets breathe for their wand'ring child* 

My beaatifid shell, thou art strangely fair! 
A symbol tnie of thy Ifaker^s kind care. 
Hethmks a ray from yon gorgeous sky, • 
Hath fiillen nncheoked in thy heart to lie. 
For the rosy tint which I there can see. 
Is blended witii heaven's own parity. 
Fair beaatifbl shell! my ocean gem! 
Peifaaps yon were formed for a diadem. 

Child of tiie wave! yon are mnrmnring yet, 
Ton say your home you can never foiget, 
That the moans of the sea v^ch stQl are heard, 
With thoughts of the past yonr heart hath stirred. 
Wonld you bid adien to this new found land, 
And return once more to thy sister band! 
Would you leave me now in the sea to dwell! 
Farewdl then forever, shell ! beautiful shell ! 
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A VOICE FROM 6BEENW00D. 



Oh, why 18 it» why is it, diat here I lie, ^ 
Admired, yet dreaded, by passers by t 
Though all praise my beaaty widi words so free, 
Not one of the throng wonld abide with me. 
For the sorrowfbl thought will each bosom thrill. 
That in Greenwood they see but a ^ve-yard stilL 



Oh, why is it, why is it, that youthful glee 
Forever is checked by a glance at me! 
That the smiles we see when they first draw near. 
Grow fainter each moment and then disappear t 
^Hs the sorrowful thought which all hearts must thriU, 
That Greenwood is only a grave-yard stilL 



They all know diat this world which now meets didr 

eye. 
Will be nothing to them urbea they come to die; 
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They know that the drapery now so fav^ 
They will need no more when the shroud they wear; 
They know these scenes they no longer will see. 
For the grave at last must their dwellmg place be. 



Mother! rejoice o'er your beautifal one, 
Rejoice with trembling, it's short life is done — 
'Tis mine ! 'tis mine ! yes, list to my call. 
The gloom of the grave is prepared for alL 
Nay ! clasp it not thus to your agonized breast, 
Toung mother, in Greenwood thy babe shall rest 

Brother ! smile on while your sister is near — 
To-morrow that sister will linger not here. 
Smile on ! but I warn you she will not stay — 
I've called, I have called, and she too must obey! 
But 111 whisper one word ! oh, listen to me : 
In Greenwood a place is appointed for thee. 

Husband I the wife that you cherish is mine ! 
Seek not to detain her for she is not thine ; 
Murmur not ! murmur not ! smile while you may. 
You, too, 'ere long, will be summoned away ! 
Yes, soon will death speed on his mission again, 
When one more fair occupant Greenwood would claim. 
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Maiden^ sweet maiden ! oh, well may you weep. 
Thy lover is sleeping his last, last sleep ! 
Stay, stay thy watchings, cease cotmtiog the hours. 
Greenwood hath claimed him as one of its flowers. 
Mourn, for the heart of thy lover is still. 
Greenwood hath claimed him, he bent to its will 



Te know, yes, ye know I ye will all feel my might. 

Ye know in my bosom there is no delight ! 

I beckon you on and ye swiftly obey, 

I can and ye answer, there is no delay ; 

To home and to kindred ye murmur farewell. 

And leave those ye love, in fair Greenwood to dwell* 
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THOUGHTS, 

On the latt evening of 1851. 

Tia night agam ! dark night again ! the last one of 
the year, 

And round the fire, we, one by one, with saddened 
looks draw near. 

Another year from tune's daik roll is gliding swifUy now. 

And who can see it pass away without a thoughtful 
brow! 

It seems but yesterday since we to last year bade adieu> 

But now another one has gone, so we are passing, too ! 

But stay ! some moments still remain for calm reflec- 
tion given. 

So 111 review the dosmg year. But hark ! the clock 
strikes seven. 

Tis seven ! how &st the moments fly ! and so this 

year has gone, 
Like sunlight piercing through a cloud ! like snatches 

of a song! 
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How well do I remember yet the hopes this year 
began, 

In fimc/s dreams sach joyousness thrpughont its mo- 
ments ran. 

Those brilliant hopes, those happy scenes, oh, tell me 
where are they! 

Gone, withered, drooping, dying, dead, the children of 
decay! 

The garland hope framed for this year met bat a chill- 
ing fate. 

Its bads lie blasted on the stem, — ^bat stay, the clock 
strikes eight. 



Eight, eight! another hoar has gone, and like a fa- 
neral train, 

I'nth that last stroke a host of thoaghts come sweep- 
ing by agam; 

Black, hatefol sins come floating ap from the foigot- 
tenpast. 

And resolations half onkept come crowding thick and 
fast 

Bat stay! wbsi now comes stealing byt a solemn 
sigh, a tear. 

Breathed for the sins that mark the steps of the expir- 
ing year! 



/ 
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Tell me^ my soul, will tears suffice, may pardon still 

be mine! 
*' Yes ! wash thee in thy Saviour's blood, then" — stay, 

the clock strikes nine. 



Tis nine ! the year is almost gone ! and as it hurries 

by. 

How many broken hearts remain to bleed, and droop, 

and die ! 
Some mourn because unkindness cuts, and scornful 

looks are given, 
Some grieve because temptations come to lure their 

hearts from heaven. 
How cold the shadows of this year! What anguish 

marks the spot 
Where mothers weep, all comfortless, because dear 

ones " are not" 
One fearful crash, a heavy fall, a cry, a groan, and 

then 
Young spuits passed from earth to heaven! But hark ! 

the clock strikes ten. 



Ten, ten! that is our number now! for death this lap 

sad year. 
Stole from our then unbroken band a brother kind ant. 
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And as it stilled his noble he&rt and dimmed his loving 

We felt, though ten of us were left, how soon those 
ten must die. 

Yesf we are ten! how strange it seems to have our 
numberless! 

To know the eoffin hides awajone from our ibnd ca- 
ress, 

To fed, as I have felt to-night, the sudden longing given, 

To see him onee belbrel sleep! In vain ! it is eleven. 



Eleven ! the last sad hour has come of eighteen fifty 

one! 
I cannot sleep! I wodd not sleep until this year is 

^ne. 
How fast, how swift ite moments pass! so time will 

hurry by. 
Until within the sOeut tomb beside ow dead I lie. 
Then years will glide imheeded past; time knows not 

one delay ! 
A moment sotms our dreamless ile^, then comes the 

judgment day. 

The bar of God! eternity! No more with sin I delve. 

But hark ! the old year breathes itsJast ! Tick, tick ! 

the clock strikes twehe I 
12 
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LINES, 

To a friend with whom I poiiod the Nmo Tear Day of 1847. 

What scenes will sometimes gUd each day, 

And deck the passing hours, 
Chasing the clouds and shades away. 

To garland it with flowers. 
Ah, such a time arose for me, 
A love spot in my memory. 

Were I to choose the sweetest hours 

That I have ever passed. 
To form a coronal of flowers. 

O'er all the rest to cast, 
Love whispers that the gem \^ould be 
The New Tear Day I passed wifli thee. 

When days and monflis and halcyon years 

Have glided swiftly by, — 
'Sirhea sorrow wifli its hopes and fears, 

Will cause a tear and sigh, — 
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M J thoughts will then retrace the way^ 
Back to that happy New Year Day. 



When on my brow old age may place 

Its calendar of years. 
My fancy often will retrace 

Life's bye-gone smiles and tears. 
Then unseen wings may waft to me 
The whisperings of memory. 



In coming days my thoughts will roam 
Back to that cheerful sight. 

To hear again the merry tone 
Of childhood's wild delight, 

To see each one with winning way, 

Enjoy the gifts of New Tear Day. 



I never can foiget the grace 

I saw, dear fii^id, in diee. 
While welcoming with smiling £ice, 

The ones so dear to thee! 
Oh, may that happy, gracefal way, 
Long, long aiume each New Tear Day. 



1*22 xmj» TO A fbund. 

Tho^gh fairer scanes nugr 9till aiiae 

To gUdden, than depart. 
Though they be robed in brighter dyes. 

More welcome to the heart. 
They cannot bear the chann away. 
That rests upon that New Tear Day. 
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TfiE BOON I ASK fi3 TO FORGBT. 

Tell me not of tuemorfn pleMnre, 

For it brings no joy to met 
Coold I choo8o myMlf A treamre. 

To foiget the hbm wiraM be. 



Could I pass oUivion's i 

O'er each vain and wSd legret. 
Not a bye-gone thon^ should lu^er^ ^ 

Every one I would foiget 



I once breathed dievU pass foief*! 
Grief as qoickly glide sw&y I 
Tears once shed, forgotten ever^ 
To foiget then Mi I pmf. 

Though life bring me cfnly sadness^ 

I could banish each legie^ 
Foigetfitdness wonld Am be giadnMiiv 

Oh, my pnyef it to Anget 
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THE BOY'S IDEA OF THE RAINBOW. 

O, mother, mother, tdl me.qniok. 

What 18 that pretty thing 
That has so many colors bright 

Impressed upon its wingt 

I guess it is an angel. Ma, 

That floats so quickly by. 
The angel of the sommer showers. 

Whose home is in the sky. 

Its robe is very beantilal. 

The colors are so farightl 
It is an angel! whiffper low. 

And teU me, am I rightt 

You shake yoor head I Well then, Mamma, 

I heard yon say jnst now. 
That when good children come to die, 

A crown will deck their brow. 
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Peiiiaps some little boy like me 

Has bid tbis eartb fiireweU, 
And wearing now a bolj crown. 

He may with angeb dwell 



Mamma, pwbaps that little boy 
Is gazing from above! 

And oh, the pretty thing we see. 
May be his crown of love. 



O, tell me is it so. Mamma! 

But whisper low and light. 
Or eke the little boy may hear. 

And pass away from sigfai 

I wonder, when I come to die. 
If God will give to me 

A crown as bright and beaatifid 
As that little bo/s most be. 



Ton say I have not gnessed it yet! 

Wdl then once more 111 try; 
It is a sentinel of God% 

Who travels tfirongfa tiie sky. 
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Mamma! the pretty thing we see, 

May be Ihe Spirif s oar ; 
The sun, I think, must be die steed 

That carries him afar. 



His lines most be yon crimson cloud. 
His whip &e passing breeze, 

His whistle, too, meihinks the sonnd, 
That morraors thro' the trees. 



I wish I were a spirit, too. 
To pace yon azure dome. 

And visit all the shining things 
That makes die Aj tfaeur home. 

IVe often wondered, dear Mamma, 
What die bright stars can be. 

But if I had that car and steed^ 
I would go up and see. 

I mean to pray to Crod ewA lugfat. 
That whea I come t^ die. 

He will let me have a ear like that^ 
To draw m» through the sky. 
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*' Mj childy the pretty tbing jou see. 

Folding the Ay above. 
Is what our Heavenly Father gave^ 

To whisper of his love. 



Tou know how Nodi's fktnfly, 

God in the ark did save. 
When he had wrapped thia world ot ema 

In one great watery grave. 



llieD, dear, God SBid the raki again 
Should not destroy thui world, 

And to refiaind na <^ hk word. 
The rainbow he unfinied. 



So when yon see the rainbow, boy. 

Remember God is tme. 
And shoold you live to be a man. 

Strive to be fiEuthfiil, too. 

And oh ! when years have passed away. 
My child, may indk be given, 

A beacon light to guide thee here. 
And lead tfaea homm to heaven.'' 
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LINES, 

Onthed$athofMr$. Wm, W.BciMer,aM%9iicnaryto(k}flcn. 

Mb. 8. WM th* dugfater of Thomas HutiBgi, Eiq., of M«w Toik,uid 
pnvioM to Imt Biaiiiogo, was for maay yaais a member of the Dntoh Ro- 
fonned Chnreh^B Waahiagton flqoaio. She was loved and r espected by all 
that Bamenms ooagr^fatioB, and was fiw a leagth of ttnae a sweet riagar IB the 
dioirof thatchueh^aad after her departara for a distaat land, the absenoe 
ofhertaaeAdToioewasofteBspokoaofwithsiBoemrapet. Shadiedatsea, 
(whfle goiaff to pay a visit to MadasJ opoa the morning when the saerar 
aaeatof the Lcvd's sappsr was admiaisteiad by the pastor to his people, on 
whieh aeemiaa the absent misrionaiy sister was aflbetioBately remembesad in 
f«ayer. HergraTe]iesinaloMiyspat«pontheseaside,aadthethonghtaof 
her fiwmer oompanions wiB often wander away to the rilent lesting plaeaof 
chair lovtd and lost OM. 

Death, death has been on earth again ! to heathen 
lands it sped. 

And hiid the young and beaotifiil among the silent dead ; 

It hashed the voice that longed to tell a Saviour's end- 
less love! 

[t closed the lips that loved to paint the glorious world 
above! 

Sweet sister! death has Mowed thee upon the path- 
less sea, 

And a lone grave upon the shore is all that tdls of thee. 
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We missed Hiee from our side one day whea at the 

house of pnjer, 
We saw thy seat was vacant, thy sweet tace was not 

there! 
And vAiea the hymn ascended thy thrilling voice was 

gone; 
We missed thee then, and even yet we miss oar child 

of song. 
Bat ah! that voice vriiich charmed as long we may 

not hear again. 
It chants a heavenly anthem now, a wilder, sweeter 

strain* 



When first it caoght the angels' tane in that pare worid 

above. 
We met to celebrate once more a Savioar's endless 

love; 
And when the bread and wine went roand, althoogfa 

yon were not there. 
We gave thee to oar God again in sweet and fervent 

prayer. 
Ah, little did oar warm hearts dream that as that prayer 

was given, 
Tby pare yoang spirit entered first the pearly gates of 

heaven. 
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Say! may I wfaiaper of ibe fomi wliieh I in dreamB 

beholdt 
Or tell the beantidB of Ait brow dedwd in ks oiowii 

of gold! 
Oht may I paint tbe i^MHliMai trfngs triiidi waft tliM 

thro' the aky. 
The robe of angd purity^ tbe bi^ht and hmglaoBg eyef 
No! no! I do but mar the scene! The splendors of 

diatplaee 
No mortal eye hath looked upctt! no moartal hand 

may trace! 

Farewell, farewell ! another link in life's short chun is 

riven! 
Another spirit sommoned hence to join the ranks in 

heaven ! 
Tiswell! we would not call thee back! death cannot 

harm thee now ! 
Txrief may not shadow thy young heart or pale thine 

angel brow. 
We know God only called away one gem that He 

hath given. 
Farewell ! iky lonely grave remains, its sleeper is in 
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THOUGHTS UPON VISITING GREENWOOD. 



There are sad lliaaglits I kfiow that will fly to each 

breast, 
When we think that in Greenwood onr darMngs most 

rest; 
That the soul speaking eye and affection's sweet soand> 
Will be buried forever^ deep^ deep in the ground 



But they stay not in Greenwood ! their spirits arisen 
And flutter unfettered away to the skies ; 
With the wings of an angel, the pinions of love, 
Tien* footsteps are guided to kingdoms above. 



And then when around them the better land flings 
Its halo of beauty, what unuttered things 
Will thrill in their bosoms, what rapture, what bliss. 
Will shower upon diem unheard of in this. 
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Then Greenwood^ sweet Greenwood, the entrance 

must prove. 
Into heayen, that region of undying love I 
And the passport once gained, with their pinions on- 

furled, 
The J will tremble with love in that beaatifbl world. 
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WHEN WOULD I WELCOME DEATH. 



In the hour of dawn when all are g^y, 
When the birds are trilling their morning lay. 
When the flowerets smile at the welcome light 
That encircles the brow and dazzles the sight, — 
In this sonny honr would I wish to roam. 
To bid farewell to my own loved home t 

Not then ! not then ! 



In the honr of noon vAien all is glee. 
When the yonthfol are holding a jnbilee. 
When the task is done and the langh is heard. 
When the inmost joy of the heart is stirred, — 
Mnst I leave the earth when all are gay! 
IMid their heartless joy mnst I pass away t 
Not then! not then I 



In the time for thought, in the twilight hour. 
When the soul communes with a higher power, 
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When ike first faint ray of a star Is given^ 
A gleam methinks of tbe light of heaven. 
When a tear will start to the thoughtful eje^^- 
Would I soar away to my home on high ! 

Yes, then! yes, then! 
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TO MART. 

O^ were I a bird I would |Aerce the blae skies^ 
And the songs of the angels would catch as I rise^ 
Then back I would speed to thy bower so free^ 
Those songSy dearest Mary^ to carol to thee. 

Or were I afloWret, as gentle, as fair, 
No queen ^ould 'ere claim me, to twine in her hair ; 
At the feet of m j Mary L always would bloom. 
And woul3r>scatterher path with my welcome perfume. 

Or were I a thought, in her dreams I would twine, 
And would whi8per8iiaine,andthatii«iie8honldbeinme; 
Or a zephyr, around her unceasing I'd roam. 
And the brow of my loved one would claim as my home* 

That I love thee, dear Mary, no doubt can there be. 

For one smile of thy lips is as rapture to me ; 

And that love, fond and true, will forever entwine 

Round a heart always constant and faidiful like mine. 
13 
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0, ASK ME NOT TO SING TO-DAY. 

O, adine not to ah^ to thee! 

Nj heart would Iveak were I to fay. 
For ekoiddl niie a jojoue aoAi^ 

TwoaM end in noilung b^ a eig^ 
Then let me grieve my heart away. 
Bat nige me not to sing to-day. 



Have yoiui Into whoee bcoken rtring 
Can fill with melody a room? 

Jnst 80 my heart! it cannot nng. 
When an its strings are out of tone! 

Then ad[ me not to sing to thee^ 

It may not b*! it cannot bet 



Think yon the son tfaio^ heavT clrada 
Could faqfl^itly risc^ conld«wee%ibinei 

Then bow can I as gaily sSig^ 
Warn donds hasre v^eiled thia.hsaTtiof minat 
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Those cloads in time may pass away! 
So nige me not to sing to-day. 



Know yoa a flower that without care 
Can still as fresh and blooming be! 

Then can I smile, thon can I sing, 
Wilh none to lore •rcarei for met 

Unloved, foigotten, here I stay, 

Then aA me not to sing to^y. 



Perchance yoa think me strangely yfmk. 
And chide me Ihat I Ham repioet 

Bnt ah! could yon so soon foiget 
A fate so passing sad as mine! 

O, be not grieved, though still I say 

I cannot ring for thee to-day. 
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SATURDAY EVENING REFLECTIONS. 

Another week hat come and gone ! while all the hopes 

it cast 
Upon onr hearts in glidiqg on, are numbered with the 

past; 
It flattered for a brief while here, then soared np star 

by star. 
Unfolding all its garnered hours upon €ro<Fs holy bar. 

What gems it must have borne away in bidding earth 

farewell, 
And speeding on to yonder world the angel choir to tell! 
Perchance when we are gathered there, the record we 

may see! 
Then let me ask my cold, dull heart, what it has told 

of me? 

What thoughts of mine musfe angels hear, as the ac- 
count is given ! 

Oh, have they centred on this worlds or winged their 
flight to heaven! 
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Say, have I of mj Saviotir dreamed, with faith Un- 
changed or dim, 
Oris it gone, unshadowed by one passing thonght of Him ! 

What words of mine will it unfold i the angry speech 

and tone, 
The bitter tannt, the unkind jest, the careless word alonet 
Or did it to that world above, upon its pinions bear 
The words, "unuttered or expressed,^ of faithful, fer- 
vent prayer! 

Would that ibis startliug thought of mine, my fingerg 
could enfold, 

Te write it on this careless heart in types of purest gold | 

The Saturday eve of life draws on, when I the grave 
must seek. 

Then let me link my heart to heaven, upon each pass- 
ing weeL 

Then when death^s shadows hover round, when love- 
lit scenes are past, 

And I have entered on the hour which proves on earth 
the last, 

My soul may meet the week's account upon the Judg- 
ment Day, 

And withaSaviour'sendlesslove wash allitsstainsaway. 



IM 



IE80S AND THE ANGEL. 



Aai ibm t ffmn d m u^ «Bt* Um, Ami lm>yem ■tmnhmim |>iii|. 
AadlMiBf iBuafOBy.ha pnjtd mon euMrtlj, and hii nvMtw^M k 
wcM, giMft diopi of bkwa (Uluiff down Co tlit giMmd. Loko 9S : 4S; «<. 



It was night! starry night I and the moon sat above, 
And threw down her rajs upon vaUey and grovO| 
While the stars in her train sought to mimio their queen. 
So added their rays to each heaotifid beam! 
Oh, why should the starlight and moonbeams be had. 
When yonng hearts are brealong, when yoong souls 

aresad! 
But night after night they are still shiping th^e, 
Thus flinging their rays on dark scenes of despair. 
O, when I am sad, when my heart lies in tears. 
When Cynthia's train in the blue vault appears. 
Their cold sSver beams casts a chiQ on my heart, 
And causes the ogh vidth the tear-drop to start ; 
But whea I am gay, when my young heart is glad, 
I love those pale beams so unwelcome \dien sad. 
Itwasnight! stanynight! and the dew drops that wet 
The tall o&ve trees upon Mount Olivet, 
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After sprinUiiig them aD^ witb a dy slealiiiy pace, 
Glided down to the garden fliat lay at its base, 
And choosing the flowos with lovdlest crest, 
Crept nnder their petals and slept on thek breastt 
While the green dive trees a dark canopy made 
O'er the dew drops and flowers that slept in their 

shade. 
Itwasn^l stany night! and a stfflness was there. 
No sonnd from the olive trees fiBbd the n^;ht air! 
Though near the (air garden the Cedron brook flown, 
Its waters are locked in a noiseless repose! 
No nightingale warbled its beantifid strain! 
No whip-poor^win sang on the mountain or plain ! 
Their mnsic is hashed! a dread stfflness is there, 
Unbroken by anght save the mnrmor of prayer. 
It is night, and beneath the thick olive trees' shade. 
Stretched on the cold ground, the Redeemer is laid. 
His head on the wet grass beneath him he lays, 
His white hands are clasped in despair as he prays, 
While the great drops of anguish that lie all around, 
Fdl in streams as of blood from his brow to the ground. 
He writhed in his anguish! he wept m despair. 
As he plead that his sorrow might pass with his prayer. 
Alone in his agony, friendless is he. 
Bleeding, yet praying, m Grethsemene. 
But hark! a soft rustling is filling the air. 
While a sweet light encircles the garden of prayer^ 
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For an angel approaches whose garments of snow. 
Bat rivaled in \)rfuteness her wings and her brow. 
She sped to the spot from whence came the sad cry. 
And paused half in awe at its wild agony; 
Then raismg his head from the ground to her breast. 
She clasped his pore brow in an angel's caress; 
And when from his forehead she parted the hair, 
To kiss off the drops that weare gathering there, 
She into his spirit new strength did impart. 
By breathing a balm on hi& agonized heart 
Oh, where is the eye that a tear cannot spare. 
At Gethsemene's wail, at Getbsemene's prayer? 
The scrae is a sad one, bat hath it not charms, 
When a Saviour shed tears in an angel's pare arms! 
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LINES TO MR. AND MRS. 

On the death of their lUOe daughter. 

Alas! alas ! can it be trae diat she is sleeping now. 
That death has laid its icy wand upon that pore white 

brow! 
Can it be trae diat one so young could fade away and 

die, 
That aught could chill so fiiir a foraiy or dim so bright 

an eye? 
Ah, yes! the aching void we feel, each tear so sad, is 

telling 
How Greenwood claimed one flow'ret more, and that 
I dearest EUen. 



Oh, it was hard to give her up, and hard to see her die ! 
To have that little hand in death wave back its last 



Tet still we would not call her back! she is an angel 

now. 
And glittering is the golden crown that decks her fair 

young brow, 
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And ^riimi across the courts of heaven the angel's 

tones are swelling. 
The sweetest notes of all, may be the songs of angel 

Ellen. 



She always was a tnnefiil child^ and'eie her eye grew 
dim, 

God called the litde mkistrel np to ang her songs to 
Hinv 

Then conld we draw aside the veil diat folds liie qur- 
itland. 

Or hear one strain of diat sweet harp played by her 
own dear hand. 

Could we bat feel her yonng heart now,in all its rap- 
ture swelling, 

We woidd not grieve that God has made an angel of 
dear EUen. 

I know yonll miss her when yon form around the 

household tree, 
And when each little &ee Is there, one vacant {dace 

wilsee; 
Bttt gaze not on the unflUed seat, look up to yonder 

woiid. 
And see her in her radiant light, her seraph wing mi- 

fniled; 
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Then think you have a mansion ihere> a bright and 

changeless dwelling, 
While one sweet flow'ret blooms therein^ jour grace* 

fid, peerless Ellen. 



Oh, never, never weep fi>r her! she is so happy now. 
Where ''woman's lot^ can never fade the lustre of her 

brow. 
I know jroall miss ber from year side, and find duit 

day by day. 
Your borne will bave a loneliaess that will not pass 

away; 
Bnt ab! tirbea years have flown along, in yonder an* 

geldwellii^ 
Tonll meet again, to part no more, with darling little 

Ellen. 
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LINES, 

Compoied while hearing an JBoliam Sarp, 

Hush! sofUj! tread lighdj ! there! hear it again! 
What spirit of melodj breathed that low strain! 
Can an angel be lost on its way from the skj. 
And have sobbed that low moan or have breathed Aat 

sad sigh i 
Stay! listen! now hear it! where can it belong! 
Oh, where have yon hid yourself, Spirit of song! 

Hush! hear how it trembles! how sadly it moans! 

What a world full of agony lie in its tones. 

Haik! hark! it has changed! that wild shriek of de- 

spair 
Has joined with the moans that were filling the air. 
Peace! listen once more! there! I hear it again! 
Its heart most have broken in breathing Aat strain. 

There, now all is stQl! no, it rises once more. 
Bat a change has come o'er it smce singing before ! 
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How joyous that note ! and how gleeful that trill, 
Though the music is changed, the same tones are th«!e 

stilL 
But Ertayi I have guessed! bj that last tune, I ween, 
That the spirit of song is our sweet Epline. 

Oh, beautiful harper, 'ere passing awaj. 

Please show me the hand that so sweetly c^n play. 

Is a nightingale hid far away in your heart. 

Or is there a fairy bard singing a part! 

Or was a note sung by a nymph of the seal 

Come, whisper the secret, Eoline, to me. 



** The wind,'' did you say ? but it cannot be so ! 
Could the moan of the breeze cause that low sob of 

woe? 
Could the wail of the wind as it went sweeping by, . 
Cause that wild shriek of anguish, that heart broken 

sigh! 
Yes! Harp of Eoline ! the song that you sing. 
Is the breath of the wind on each quivering string. 



Through life I have loved thee ! and oh, when I die. 
When the light fades away from the cheek and the ' 

©ye, 



crrj:"AL 



When I eMt b j the woiid for ttie robes of tbe gravi^ 
JUuI tbej Uy BI8 to sleep ii^MTs ibi iiriHow trees w«^ 
Then hang m j loved harp 'mid the leaves ni the tree. 
That die wind on ks fftrng^ioBf wafl Arges lor mei 

111 wish not for grave stones to record my name! 
Ill ask not for monnmeirt if>ea]png 6t ftme! 
For die long train of momers Aat follow the dead. 
With their black robes of woe aiyl dieir fiioenil trea4 
If the green willow braaehea above me may wave. 
And the harp that \ \sn% insj si|^ ever wiy grave. 
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SPEAK TO ME KINDLY. 



Speak to me kindly! I never could bear 
The nnfeeling word or the harsh^ angry tone! 

Kindness may win me^ bat harshness may wear 
The gall on its brow, which will poison alone. 
Speak to me kindly. 



Speak to me calmly! when breathing the tale. 
Wrought wit& the heart's blood and ooming to chill. 

Broken unwisely, my sprit would £eu1. 
Leaving the young heart aU bfeeding and stiH 
Calmly, speak calmly. 



Speak to me gently I from childhood's young day 
I have loved not the rough jest, the loud laugh of glee, 

Crently as fades the last sunbeam away. 
Softly as leaves ML, oh, thus speak to me^ 
Gently, speak gently. 
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Speak to me foodlj! my young spirit grieves 
For the pet names of love, and affection'i low tone. 

I pine for the gladness a loving word leaves^ 
As music at nightfall is craved bj the lone. 
Speak to me fondly. 
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WILT THOU BE THERE? 



WattfaoQ be there! 
When the woild shall allure me and pleassres will blind. 
When lovedonesdeeeive and when friends prove unkind. 
When the scorn of the world shall fall cold on my soul, 
And the sad tears will start which I cannot control; 
When I with a broken heart torn from them all. 
While a wild burst of pn^er from my pale lips shall 
M,— 

Vmt tfaoa be tfaeiel 



WBt^tfaon be therot 

^When Csease shiill have led me away from the throng. 

From the gay and light hearted, the jest and the song ; 

When the slow stealthy footfall, and half ^ndiispered 

word. 

By the bed of the dying is all that is heard ; 

When the cold marble cheek and the dim heavy eye, 

With the fast failing pulse, teUs how soon I must die, 

, Wilt thou be there! 

14 
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Wilt fliou be there t 
When they lay me away in ffae dark grave to sleep^ 
Where eglantines Uosaom and cypresses creep. 
Where the long pendent vine flowers above me shall 

wave, 1 

And the carol of tnrds shall float over my grave ; j 

When the coffin lid fidls o'er the brow ever cold, | 

And the white robes of death shall my still heart en- 
fold,— 

Wiltflioubediefet 



I'mtllioa be there t 
When my spirit shall plome its yonng pinions, to fly 
Away from ibe tomib to its home in the sky; 
When I catch die first glimpse of that heavenly light. 
That will thrill throng^ the heart and will dazzle die 

ngfat; 
When the mnsie of angels shall whisper of rest. 
And my qxuit is safe in die home of Ihe blest, 
Wiklhoabellieret 



O, SAY NOT THAT YOU LOVE ME STILL. 

O, tell me not yon love me stilly 
Breathe not again that fervent tow! 

No love of thine my heart can fill! 
Avaant! I will not hear thee now. 

There was a time, (bat it has past,) 
When words like those were dear to me, 

Bnt round my heart a dond was cast. 
And now they are bat mockery. 

Think not to make me feel, as wbieia 
We plighted first each loving vow. 

For deeply as I loved thee then, 
So deeply do I scorn thee fiow. 

Nay! tell me not that I am cold ! 

The one so wronged too well you know! 
For all my wild, deep love of old. 

No heart so stem as thme coald show. 
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Nay! breathe not thus, with pleading eye 
And fearless look, that burning vow ! 

Ton cannot win me if yon try ; 
Away! I will not heed thee now. 
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THE LITTLE MATCH BOY. 



WhOt pMriBg a tplaadid BumiM in one of o«r teanlifU kmnm, ^Mt Inc 
vmoB, my Btt«BtioB wat mo«mA by lov mU of ufaiili, and tamiaf, I asw 
iMtad OB the lowest step of the dweUiiic, a little boy about nine yean old, 
whoee head wm boiied in his hands and who was sobbing bitteriy, aO ancea- 
•eioosof my piesenee, while a box of matches, which he had for sale, stood 
at his ftet. Upon asking the canse of his grief, he mised his daik eloqaent 
•fM, an filled with tean, and sobbed ont, " I haTO no father, I haTonomoth. 
or, tMm Maiy is dead, and I MLTwy tind aid hw^iy, bat. I lia?a'at told 
anything to^y." 



I have no father, IkAf bright 
He died at sea two yean ago ! 

I Ihoaght he would come home that night, 
And then would loare^uui pet meso ! 

Bnt ah ! tha honn went itraogely by, — 
The night was dark as dark could be, 

The lig^itnings flashed along the sky. 
While great big waves rose on the sea. 



I saw each eye grow w3d with fear, 
I maiked how fiMl^eadt cheek woidd /wy^ 
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And then I tried my best to cheer 
Dear mother and my sister Ifary. 



Alas! my task was all in vain! 

The vessel never reached the shore! 
My mother's cheek grew pale again,— 

I never saw my &ther more* 



My mother fiided day and nighty 
From that sad lime when father died; 

Her eye grew dim! her cheek grew white. 
And then we missed her from oar side. 



We sought her long widi stealthy tread, 
And wept that she so long would tarry; 

Then, when they told me she was dead. 
What tears were shed by me and Mary. 



My risiar then was my delight. 
And day by day we fonder grew; 

But soon I saw her cheek grow white. 
And knew that ihe was dying too. 
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It was a wanii, bright smnmer day. 

The sun arose in all its pride. 
Crept on the bed, and guttering lay 

Where Maiy sickened, gasped, and died. 



I saw her in the coffin sleep, 
I heard the dost upon her thrown. 

And then I tamed away to weep, 
Aks! I had to weep alone! 

Since then Fve wandered &r and wide. 
With bursting heart and aching head. 

And well, by selling these, have tried 
To earn my daily meat and bread. 

Bnt now these tears I cannot stay. 
For thong^ Pve been the city throngh, 

I have not sold a match to-day. 
And I am weak and hnngry too. 



His tears now fell more £ut and wild! 

His little heart seemed deeply grieved I 
I could not leave that orjdian child. 

Until his wants were aU relieved. 



aoe 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF GEN. TAYLOR. 

Tht ibOowiaff Han wtre nifs«ted by heariac a bMvtiM nmum am. Um 

liMi5>r(>DrPiwidMl.b7tlieBaT.Mr.Y nit t,fram Isaiah ifi, 1, 8, 

3/ in which tha iMding idaar doD^ifaiad ill «ik«W liMi ftn MMt tl^^ 
thiilliacly on tha heam of hii haama. 



Alas! and is oar hero gone! has be, too, passed away. 
Whose noble heart and arm has been a nation's staff 

and- stay f 
Can it be troe oar President, the gaHant and the brave. 
Has cast aside his robe of state and sought the silent 

grave! 
Can he, a nation's favorite on^, its counseH^r and head. 
Be jievered firooreaeh loving heart and oonibtrMl i¥ith 

the dead! 
Aks! the tearful ejes^wefsee> the wide pi«vaiSag gloom. 
Proclaims ^'tiie mighty faBen," while it whispers of 

the tomb. 



He sleeps! our noble hero 4Bepe! thegendetrndthetrae. 
Who for his coantry^s honored rights first to the bat- 
tle flew, 
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And fdk-emosir on that ' &tat Md Svhere demfly Uows 

were cast, 
Hi^bblcUy to<^ a fearless stand knd keptUr to the last 
Then when for him a nation's love the hig^tesl place 

revealed. 
They boasted " that their President was never Jknown 

toyielA** 
But soon, ahs! death's forees came, and at the fatal 

blow. 
Hie loved and daring hero Bonrend^red to the foei 



H»Btito|ii4 ow^pMrlenttist^o'sie^! WIia^4cbes'tt»- 
bition now ! 

What good can all the lanrek do th)U wreaA 4be vic- 
tor's brow! 

It cannot bring the lustre back into the cheek and eye ! 

It cannot make that kind heart thrill as in tfie days 
gone by ! 

And what avaSs a people^s tears, the moomfid waO, 
the pain 

That swells around each loving heart from Georgia's 
fields to Mame, 

That Ihrills afar from Oregon to the Atlantic shore! 

It cannot reach the ear of him who sleeps to wake no 
more. 
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0, Thou, vAkO saVst a nation's sin, dien called away 

onr fiisndy 
Hdp OS to bnild oar hopes on Thee and on Thy 

strengdi depend ; 
Oh, may we feel Thy guardian eare, and trace Thy 

goidinghand 
In all the storms that rise and M npon oar native land. 
Teach ns to know that Thou art near although oar 

loved ones die. 
Though day by day a brave heart falls, be Thou for 

ever nigh; 
And oh, with each saecessiVe loss, may strength to us 

be given. 
To turn our hearts from earthly things and fix them 

more on heaven. 
New York, July 15t&, 1850. i 
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LINES, 

Upm being premU, 5y inmtaiion fnm the principal, at the 

opening exereieee at BpingUf'e Inetiiute, on Sept llth, 

1860| after the annual vaeation^he writer 

haieinff been a/ormerpupU, 



Peace! peace! my hearty be still! Ibese w3d throba 

Lest this bright vision fade away and die. 
This lovely chapel and these forms so gay. 

Prove bat illnsions of the mental eye ! 
I fed, I know, it will not last! the dream to me 
Was all too £Eur for earlh! it cannot be! 



Bat hash ! this is not dream-like ! for dreams come 
and go. 

Swift as the lark's wing cleaves the morning air; 
Bat this steals o'er me, and I feel, nay ! know, 

Thoaghts of this hoar my heart thro' life will bear. 
For oh, 'tis sweet to leave the world, its pain. 
And here recall the past and seem a child again. 
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Recall the past ! yes ! every look, each word. 
Unfold a page of years long since gone by! 

The prayer that goes to God, the voices heard 
Blending in holy song so sdemnly, — 

AH! all! recalls tibe pastJ and I live o'er 

My school girl days again and seem a child once more. 

O, lovely hoar! O, cahn and holy spot! 

Where prayer and praise fills every heart widi bliss; 
The world forgetting! by the world forgot! 

Coold sadness enter in a place like this ! 
Cotdd'soRow steal inta a group? so fak. 
And leave its shadows, or bat breathe its cMPet 

Yet stay ! what means dat si^, those bantkg leais^ 
That moamfol glanoeand yonder vaoant spott 

Death, death9iia8bee& here! aad^^iriuil nawappean- 
Is bat a broken cirde! one, aksl ''is not!" 

Heaven asked a gem, and from earth's best abode, 

Deadi called a flower and bore it ap to God. 

Bat now pray on ! the woanded heart iateided, 
Byq>eaking of its woea-to Otte on Ugh; 

The mounuQg spirit wfll'td hieave»l)& seabd,' 
Afefd peace will fill tfa» seid and l^ht tbs eye. 

Pray on ! pray on ! and when earth stands no nK»e, 

May taught and teoohers meet on that bright «h<n«. 
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WHERE SHALL MY GRAVE BE, WHERE! 



Where shall my gnnre be, where! 
Where the tall old trees of tibe forest roar. 
As they wave so free o'er some far sea shore, 
Now blending in harmony low and mild. 
Now whistling defiance in accents wild, 
While the dirge tibey sing as o'er me they wave. 
Is the only one breatibed over my grave ! 
Not there! not there! 



Where shall my grave be, where! 
In some city vault, where tibe cold doU eye 
Of a stranger's form, as he passes by. 
For awhile is tamed to my lonely tomb. 
Then harried away to some festive room. 
Where he smiles in that gay, unfeeling state. 
While I am left lonely and desolate ! 
Not tibere ! not there ! 
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Where shall my grave be, where? 
Shall I find it low in some coral cave. 
Shall my requiem be song by the crested wave. 
Shall the sea gall's scream and the petrel's cry. 
And the song of the sea be my lullaby? 
Say, will my last lonely restbg place be 
On corals and pearls in the gem fiUed sea ? 
Not there! not there! 



Where shall my grave be, where? 
In some country spot where the wild flowers bloom. 
Where they give their tribute of sweet perfume. 
Where the butterfly's wing and the bird's sweet lay. 
Will waft each feeling of sadness away? 
I love them in life, in death let them be 
The spirits of love to watch over me. 
Yes there! yes Ihere! 
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PM STANDING BY THY GRAVE, EDDIE ! 

Fm standing by thy graTo, Eddie ! 

The little monnd I see. 
That hides away the baby form. 

That was so dear to me. 



The tears are fidlkg thick and Uai, 

Upon thy gnuusy bed ; 
My heart is sad and lonely now. 

Since, Eddie, thon art dead ! 

I saw them lay fliee here, to sleep 

Upon this sloping hill; 
And as thy coffin sank from sight; 

Woe made my heart stand stilL 

Then, wbsa they led me from the place. 
And took the homeward track. 

Although mj farm was borne away, 
My spirit wonld go back ! 



I 
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But now, I love my Saviour more. 
And heaven seemSy oh, how near ! 

Since that lone time that took thee there, 
And left me weeping here. 

Twas Jeaufl took the bahe I loved. 
Away to ^ manaons" £Bur ; 

For well he ki^w its mo&er^fl heart. 
Would Mow BwifUy there. 

Thongh standing by thy grave, Eddie, 

My gaze is on the sky ; . 
For while thy form lies at my het, 

Thy spirit dwells on high ! 

I dream, beyond <that posy doad. 

Thy angel face I see ; 
Thou'rt resting in the Savionr^s tons, 

Yet smiling down on me! 

I seem to hear thee esll me now, 
To meet thee on that shore^- 

And though the grave doth part as, love. 
Soon it can part no i 
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There's room enough beside thee here. 

For mj poor frame to lie! 
1 do not cling to life so mnch. 

Since, darling, thou did'st die. 



Vm standing by tfaj grave, Eddie, 

Bat tears no longer flow ; 
I know the time is drawing near. 

When I to thee shall go. 

Awhile, amid the cares of life, 
M J flattering soul must stay ; 

Then, when the Master bids me come. 
With joy, 111 soar away. 
15 
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MY ANGEL BABE. 

And tfaoa wft gotre^ mind owiii 
My precious babe^ my geulie bltie-eyed efaSd — 
Gone from thy mother! 8tidlier heart done. 
Will qnirer at thy name, — ^vdiile angaieh wild 
Will thrill her sfHiit ; and each passing hoar 
Her soul will long for liiee, liw sommer iSower, 
Her first bom darBog son. 

1 dreamed not, baby boy. 
That thou wert lent me for so brief a spell ; 

When folded to my breast with fondest joy, 
I little thought so soon to sigh/aretoeJZ. 
Ah, me ! my dream of bliss Death mdely broke- 
Full well I knew, when that sad word I spoke. 
Sorrow without alloy. 

Sad is my home, sweet one ! 
Lonely and mournful seems. each once loved room ; 

Without my babe, they scarcely seem like home— 
Without my boy, each wears a look of gloom ! 



There ia no comer mear^ no spot I see. 
But whiiipem swSlj, silendy« to ma 
Of one caisaBed^ bow f^one. 



I find him every where f 
I see him gKding o'er die parlor floor^ 

Or creejnog through the halls ; or by a chair 
I think him stancHng^ playing evermore ; 
When to the nnrsery I rqMur wi& joy^ 
Still fancy whispen, ''I ahall see my boy^ 
As once I saw him there.^ 



Thickly the tear-drops fall. 
To mark the flag be waved the day he died » 

To see his cradle^ rattle, chair, and all 
The clothes I robed him inj, with so mach pride. 
Alas ! then angoish cornea^ and wave on WBV^ 
Of agony, for my lost daiiing's grave 
Is now, of him, my alL 



Tet, while I grieving lie, 
I wonld not murmur. Father, at thy will. 

It was in love my babe was called to die. 
To leave my arms ; it was but to fulfil 
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« 

A modier'g prayer,— eternal life the boon 
Crayed for her boy, and answered, oh, how soon. 
By death's last Kngering sigh. 

t know for thee ^tis best 
In heaven, my precious ! There on cannot stain ! 
I would not call thee back ! would not request 
Thy presence here, 'mid sorrow, anguish, pain. 
No f I can whisper while I mourn thee stijl. 
And while I grieve to clasp thee, " Lord, thy will 
Be done." Rest, baby, rest I 



Bright cherub! gone to dwell 
VnSi jesns — in the radiant world on high 

We yet shall meet; my voice with thine shall swell 
The jmdsing chorus, fiur above die sky. 
Till then, my angel babe, while tears will starts 
TQl then, nghs forth my lonely trusting heart. 
Sweet Edward, &xe thee well 
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HOME VOICES. 



The clock hath strack liie how of eight; thick daik* 

oesB hovers round; 
My baby Soya are in their erib(^ bolii deeping sweet 

and sonnd; 
So I will draw the curtain folds and gaze oat at the 

n^it, 
Bat oh, how cold and dark it is, and then the ground 

so white,— 
Jnst hear the wind howl down the hills, how tedioos 

seems each blast; 
And see, no stars are diining now, die snow flakes fall 

so fast; 
So to my cheerfid light IH go and fast the needle ply. 
And as the snow rides on the wind, so thought will 

onwaid fly. 



I wonder why such longings come this evening to my 

breastr 
Why visions of my eaily home around my spirit press t 
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For as the wintry wind sweeps by, sach monmM 

Boonds I hear; 
They bring strange longings for my home and for my 

mother dear. 
0, mother dear! my mother dear! my spirit seeks for 

you. 
As mourns the fettered mariner his ocelm home to 

view, 
I long to hear your own de^ voice speak gently to 

me noWft 
To gaze into your thoughtful eyes aud on jour placid 

brow; 
And as you blessed your children once iainfiGuit help- 

IgBinftftiji 
I pant to have mine own receive your Uessing and 



I4st! list! a voice is on thie gale! hark! ^' mother^ 

echoes round ! 
Agam? but no! it comes no more! gone in the 

vnshed for sound! 
O, mother dear, I mourn for thee — ^then dawn upon 

my sight- 
Alas! I cannot see thee now or hear thee say good 

night! 
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But stay! agamihe'nrind dofli itoe, agiin fliat Toioe I 

hear; 
But now it lireaflieB ano&er na m e one wdcome to 

the ear. 
BMr father! fadwiheiydBes throb, and bow the tear 

doihstarty 
JM'fliyfond txame &B8 on ^Ae^arand thtiHs within 

thefaeaii;. 



My iiCher ! O, whiit tendemeBS Bes hi that wofd df 

bliss! 
Iwooldy bat craaoty piesi Ayhmii m meet 4y greet- 
ing kiss! 
Bat as my i^rit tarns to ftee open tfiis ereniBg widj 
Say, Mher, dost thou ever motffn for me, iifflie absent 

chfld? 
^'Sisters!" again the wind doth sigh, ^'sisters and 

brothers dear!'' 
Ah, yes ! I own the tender tie althoagh they are not here, 
For many weary miles doth lie between their forms 

and me; 
I may not hear Iheir merry jests or join theur laoghs 

of glee. 
Then linger stQl, O winding wind ! a litde longer stay. 
And whisper of the ones I love, those dear ones fiu* 

away. 
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Bat no ! thy path lies onward now, swift through the 

valley wide. 
Now rattling through the leafless trees, now np the 

hig^ hill side. 
And I am left all sad and lone, the wind no longer 

sighs. 
The YCices from my eaily home no more for me arise. 
Bat stay! an arm doth roand me steal, fond lips are 

on mine own ; 
Thoagfa early friends are far away, I am not dU alone f 
Then while a haskand's love ismme, and children glad 

my sight. 
To father, mother, sisters, all. 111 waft a fond good 

night! 
Hark ! die wmd takes up the strain, sighing low ^^good 

night, good night !^ 

Sighing low, ^l^ood mghf 
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